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I  am  eighteen  years  of  age  or  older!  Please  send  me _ copies  of 

THE  ODD  COMIC  WORLD  OF  RICHARD  CORBEN!  I  enclose  S3.98  for  each 
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The  hottest,  most 
sought-after  talent  in 
comics  today,  illustrates 
nine  of  the  most 
breathtakingly  beautiful 
tales  ever  to  be 
presented  in  comic  form. 
Richard  Corben,  whose 
underground  roots 
brought  him  to  the 
attention  of  mainstream 
publishers  more  than  a 
decade  ago,  returns  to 
the  mire  from  whence  he 
sprang ...  in  nine 
uncensored  classics 
published  on  high-quality 
paper  and  packaged 
in  one  exquisite  volume. 

Thirty-five  pages  of 
comics  as  only  Richard 
Corben  can  render  them 
in  livid  black  and  white! 
Thirty-nine  pages  of 
gloriously  brilliant 
Corben  color!  Plus  an 
introduction  and 
appreciation  by  the 
Grand  Master  of  the 
graphic  story,  Will 
Eisner!  Eighty  pages  in 
all  of  pure  orgasmic 
delight,  sure  to  plunge 
even  the  hardiest  Corben 
enthusiast  into  throes 
of  wanton  ecstacy! 

This  beautiful, 
soft-cover  collector’s 
package  is  made  available 
for  the  first  time, 
exclusively  from  Warren 
Publishing.  This  book  will 
not  be  sold  at 
newsstands  or  book 
counters.  And  supply  is 
limited.  So  order  yours 
today! 


A  WARREN  ADULT  FANTASY  PUBLICATION 


Due  to  the  explicit  sexual  nature  of  some  stories  in  this  volume, 
you  must  be  eighteen  to  order! 
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TELEMETRY 

Idi  not  like  you  make  fun  from  him.  Idi 
send  bang  bang  squad  come  put  out 
you  lights."  Letters  from  Idi  Amin  and 
other  lesser  illuminaries  highlight 
this  issue’s  fun-filled,  expanded  let¬ 
ters  column! 
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GREAT  HERO 

They  just  didn’t  make  them  like  Uncle 
Euzekias  anymore.  Oh,  he  may  have 
seemed  like  a  mad  old  loon.  But  be¬ 
hind  that  crazed  facade,  little  did  any¬ 
one  suspect,  lurked  the  last  of  the 
great  swashbucklers! 
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IDI  RATMEN 

Idi  Amin’s  most  endearing  trait  was 
his  cornhole,  one-track  mind.  He  was 
convinced  science  could  restore  his 
long,  lost  manhood,  despite  the  fact 
that  there  wasn’t  a  scientist  alive  on 
all  the  earth! 

14 

T.  5TERNBACH 

The  nifty  thing  about  marrying  the 
king’s  daughter  was  that  one  night 
she  would  be  a  redhead,  the  next  a 
shapely  blonde.  She  could  change 
her  body  at  will.  Hell,  she  could  even 
become  a  man  if  she  wanted  to!  i 

22 

1  WONDER  WHO 

Bill  Daly  had  it  all.  Wealth,  fame, 
power.  He  was  a  fantastic  athlete,  an 
incredible  lover.  To  hear  him  tell  it,  he 
had  housewives  begging  him  for  his 
essence.  He  was  the  kind  of  asshole 
husbands  loathed! 

!  30 

LUKE THE NUKE 

The  instant  Luke  the  Nuke  emerged 
from  sub-space,  the  solar  command 
had  his  ship  typed,  his  cargo 
scanned,  his  onboard  computer 
rifled,  and  Luke  himself  identified  as 
the  rascal  they  wanted! 
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MUTANT  WORLD 

Father  Dove  didn’t  approve  of  the  se¬ 
cretive  experiments  taking  place  in 
the  underground  complex.  It  was 
worse  than  a  sin;  it  was  blas¬ 
phemy...  growing  vile  things  in  test 
tubes.  They  had  to  be  destroyed! 

1  43 

THE  BOX 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  box.  It 
was  a  simple  device,  designed  to 
pacify  the  masses.  But  when  the  vile 
spectre  of  unhappiness  snaked  its 
way  among  the  people,  the  box  knew 
that  its  reign  was  through! 
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KILLMAN  ONE 

Zoco  was  killman  One,  the  most 
talented  assassin  ever  to  blow  a  hole 
in  a  Uranian  wartworm.  He  had  rack- 
ed  up  an  easy  forty-nine  kills.  But  kill 
number  fifty  would  be  the  easiest  of 
all:  his  wife,  Fring! 

!  GO 

REX  HAVOC 

An  extraterrestrial,  frozen  in  a  block 
of  ice,  had  just  been  found  in  the  ar- 
tic.  When  Rex  Havoc  and  the  Ass- 
kickers  arrived  to  save  the  day,  they 
wondered  if  they  hadn’t  seen  this 
Thing  somewhere  before! 

69 

1984:  THE  BEST  IN 
SCIENCE  FICTION? 

I  used  to  think  that  Jim  Warren  was  only 
interested  in  publishing  horror  magazines. 
Then  I  saw  a  copy  of  1984  #1,  and  like  so 
many  others,  I'm  sure,  I  figured  it  was  War¬ 
ren’s  attempt  at  jumping  onto  the  Heavy 
Metal  bandwagon. 

But  I  was  wrong. 

1984  is  the  first  such  magazine  that  I 
have  really  enjoyed.  The  stories  are  inter¬ 
esting  for  a  change,  and  the  Alex  Nino  and 
Richard  Corben  strips  are  alone  worth  the 
price  of  the  entire  magazine. 

I  especially  enjoyed  Nino’s  "Mondo  Me- 
gillah”  in  issue  #4.  What  I  would  really  like 
to  see,  however,  is  a  Nino  cover.  His  art  is 
fantastic  in  color. 

DAVID  PUCKETT 
Bowling  Green,  Ky. 

Our  sentiments  exactly,  Dave.  We’ve 
already  talked  to  Alex  about  producing 
one  of  his  unique  paintings  as  a  cover  for 
a  forthcoming  issue. 


1984  is  to  illustrated  fantasty  what  The 
Exorcist  was  to  literature  and  film.  It  is  an 
unsurpassed  experience  into  the  un¬ 
known. 

The  magazine’s  title  brings  to  mind 
George  Orwell’s  tale  of  a  socially  stagnant 
society,  more  than  the  future  itself.  The 
meaning  lies  not  in  the  actual  date,  but  the 
implications  derived  therein. 

While  Close  Encounters  of  the  Third 
Kind,  often  described  as  the  definitive  sci¬ 
ence  fiction  film,  merely  sets  the  stage  for 
said  film,  1984  not  001/5618  the  stage  but 
supplies  the  characters,  the  situations, 
and  even  offers  solutions  (no  matter  how 
temporary  or  inconclusive). 


I  knew  that  1984  was  coming  early.  I 
also  knew  that  in  a  lot  of  ways  it  was 
already  here.  I  wasn't  expecting  anything 
like  Warren’s  1984,  however. 

Now  that  it’s  here,  I'm  overwhelmed  and 
delighted.  Thank  you.  You’ve  given  us 
warning  of  the  insanity  yet-to-come,  and 
have  proven  that  there  is  yet  a  slim  hope 
for  the  future. 

Your  first  issues  have  been  great  and 
should  win  you  a  horde  of  readers.  I  know 
it  has  taken  guts  to  even  think  about 
presenting  stories  like  “Last  of  the  Really 
Great  All-American  Joy  Juice”  and  “The 
Harvest."  They  are  literally  beyond  any¬ 
thing  I  had  hoped  for. 

ERNEST  HOGAN 
West  Covina,  Calif. 


Even  your  worst  stories  are  better  than 
those  in  Heavy  Metal,  a  magazine  I 
thought  was  pretty  good  until  1984  came 
along.  When  the  cover  of  your  first  issue 
blared  “Number  One”  in  bright,  bold  let¬ 
ters,  you  were  right  in  more  ways  than 


I  have  just  today  purchased  1984  #4,  and 

I'm  still  reading  issue  #2.  Actually,  I'm  not 
reading  it,  I’m  staring  at  it,  literally  stuck 
on  Richard  Corben’s  “Mutant  World.”  The 
color  and  texture  are  so  pleasing  to  the 
eye  that  I  simply  can’t  get  enough  of  it. 

Oh,  don't  get  me  wrong.  The  stories  in 
1984  are  fantastic,  too.  But  what  really  ex¬ 
cites  me  is  the  art. 

I  noticed  that  with  issue  #4  you  have 
raised  the  price  of  your  superb  magazine.  I 
only  hope  the  next  increase  won't  come 
for  many,  many  years.  I  would  galdly  pay 
almost  anything  for  the  calibre  of  stories 
and  art  found  within  the  pages  of  1984. 
Not  everyone  would,  however.  So  don’t 
get  any  greedy  ideas. 

HENRY  MEYER 
Faulkton,  S.D. 


The  twenty-five  cent  raise  in  price  for 
our  fourth  issue  was  a  temporary  necessi¬ 
ty,  Henry,  so  we  could  cram  in  an  extra 
eight  pages  of  stories  and  art,  and  give  our 
readers  two  full-color  Richard  Corben 
epics  instead  of  the  one  story  we  are 
usually  able  to  feature. 

We  would  like  nothing  better  than  to 
keep  the  price  of  1984  low,  to  attract  the 
greatest  number  of  readers.  Yet,  due  to 
the  exorbitant  costs  of  printing  and  paper, 
we  must  pass  on  at  least  a  temporary  price 
increase,  or  completely  do  without  those 
occasional  special  issues. 


Beauty,  horror,  shock,  humor,  action, 
adventure,  science,  sex  and  fantasy  have 
never  been  better  combined  so  entertain¬ 
ingly  in  any  magazine. 

JAMES  JEWEL 
San  Francisco,  Calif. 


Although  it  may  still  be  too  early  to 
make  predictions,  1984  magazine  seems 
like  a  real  winner.  It  looks  as  though  each 
issue  is  destined  to  end  up  a  collector’s 

P.  MUNGIOLE 


So  far  so  good!  Issues  #1,  2,  3  and  4 
were  better  than  the  average  fantasy 
magazine.  I  hope  we’ll  be  seeing  a  lot 
more  of  Idi  Amin,  Sally  Starslammer  and 
Mutant  World. 


WILLIAM  ELYEA 
San  Diego,  Calif. 


ROGER  SMITH 
Lamar,  Colo. 

I  think  1984  is  the  best  science  fiction 
magazine  published  today. 

DAVID  HO 
Winter  Haven,  Fla. 


For  a  new  magazine,  1984  is  having  a 
great  debut.  As  long  as  you  keep  the  sto¬ 
ries  and  art  as  good  as  they  have  been  so 
far,  the  magazine  should  be  around  until  at 
least  .  . .  1984. 

DAVID  BOYINGTON 
Pawasson,  Ontario 


1984:  BRIGHTLY 
PACKAGED  TRASH? 

No  matter  how  long  you  keep  putting 
the  word  adult  on  your  covers,  you’ll  never 
be  able  to  portray  1984  as  anything  more 
than  it  really  is:  Brightly  packaged  trash. 

By  my  definition,  adult  entertainment  is 
original,  intelligent,  thought-provoking 
stories.  Merely  abandoning  the  mores  of 
the  mainstream  comics,  allowing  your 
characters  to  swear,  make  love  and  ex¬ 
pose  themselves,  does  not  make  an  al¬ 
ready-demeaning  story  any  better. 

Getting  off  the  basic  premise  of  the 
book,  and  down  to  the  actual  stories,  1984 
#4  was  probably  the  best  issue  so  far. 
While  “Last  War  of  the  Worlds,"  “Idi  and 
Me”  and  “The  Stunning  Downfall  of  Mu¬ 
hammad  Reptillicus”  were  of  the  usual 
low  quality,  all  of  the  Alabaster  Redzone 
features  were  at  least  literate.  Richard 
Corben  was  also  up  to  his  usual  stan¬ 
dards. 

RICK  BERRY 
Tempe,  Ariz. 

1984  is  the  ultimate  in  satirical,  science 
fiction  adventure.  But  please  lay  off  some 
of  the  heavy-handed  sex. 

EDWIN  WONG 
Port  Alberni,  B.C. 


Your  first  three  issues  of  1984  were  ter¬ 
rific.  However,  “Illustrated  Adult  Fantasy” 
doesn't  necessarily  have  to  mean  an  over¬ 
abundance  of  sex  and  vulgarisms,  does  it? 

Truthfully,  I  would  much  rather  see 
exciting  science  fiction  and  fantasy  ad¬ 
ventures  without  the  aforementioned 
characteristics. 

DOUG  BRIGG 
Ouray,  Colo. 


1984  is  right  in  line  with  the  grand  tradi¬ 
tion  established  by  Warren  Publishing 
long  ago,  of  constantly  appealing  to  the 
under-twelve  mentality.  The  magazine 
contains  the  same  wonderous  level  of  me¬ 
diocrity  that  has  been  carefully  main¬ 
tained  under  the  Warren  label. 

I  sincerely  wonder  if  1984’s  enraptured 
editor  used  to  beat  off  on  old  Weird  Tales 
covers  as  a  child.  His  stories  remind  me  of 
the  same  shit  I  used  to  stroke  off  to  in 
Junior  High.  Science  fiction,  tits  and  gore: 
That's  the  hit,  folks.  Don't  expect  too 
much  more  from  Warren  Publishing. 

DAN  PRESTON 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 


I  stopped  buying  Warren  magazines  a 
long  time  ago  because  of  the  poor  artwork 
and  production  quality  which,  incidental¬ 
ly,  have  gotten  worse  since  1976.  Warren’s 
new  magazine,  1984,  is  one  of  the  worst 
offenders,  and  possibly  one  of  the  most 
atrocious  publications  I  have  ever  pur¬ 
chased.  It  is  an  insult  to  the  science  fic¬ 
tion  and  comics  communities  alike.  I 
haven’t  seen  a  story  on  a  par  with  T.  Casey 
Brennan’s  “On  the  Wings  of  a  Bird’.' 

Considering  that  Warren  has  always 
had  the  potential  for  the  best  graphics  and 
stories,  due  to  their  liberal  editorial 
policies,  I  find  the  current  state  of  affairs 
truly  saddening. 


“THE  HARVEST:” 
BIGOTED  TRASH 

I  have  been  a  fan  of  the  Warren  maga¬ 
zines  since  their  beginning  and  was  de¬ 
lighted  to  find  that  1984  was  a  new  pub¬ 
lication  of  high  Warren  quality. 

However,  when  I  viewed  the  story  “The 
Harvest"  in  your  third  issue,  my  attitude 
towards  Warren  was  soured  considerably. 

Where  was  your  sense  of  journalistic  re¬ 
sponsibility;  what  was  your  purpose  in 
presenting  a  story  about  the  hunting  and 
butchering  of  black  people  for  a  Thanks¬ 
giving  meal? 

I  was  under  the  impression  that  Warren 
Publishing  was  above  petty  prejudices 
and  social  sicknesses.  How  can  race  rela¬ 
tions  improve  when  stories  like  "The  Har¬ 
vest”  spread  bigotry  and  distrust? 

I'm  willing  to  give  you  people  the  bene¬ 
fit  of  the  doubt,  and  assume  that  you  were 
trying  to  say  something  worthwhile.  But 
the  message  was  cloudy  and  will  no  doubt 
be  easily  misinterpreted  by  the  very 
readers  you've  expected  to  reach. 

CRAIG  SCHINDLER 
Sacramento,  Calif. 

“The  Harvest”  was  both  disgusting  and 
racist.  I  know  you  think  you’re  poking  fun 
at  bigotry,  but  this  story  went  a  little  too 
far. 

ADAM  KAPLAN 

Oceanside,  N.Y. 

I  must  point  out  that  the  story  “The 
Harvest"  is  one  of  the  sickest,  goriest 
pieces  of  shit  ever  to  see  print. 

CARLOS  BUDET 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

The  gentlest  statement  I  can  make  about 
"The  Harvest"  is  that  the  story  is  in  very 
poor  taste.  I  don’t  see  how  Warren  Pub¬ 
lishing  Company  could  allow  such  bigoted 
trash  to  see  print. 

BELINDA  HARRISON 
N.  Highlands,  Calif. 

The  story  entitled  "The  Harvest"  dis¬ 
turbed  me  very  much.  I  was  thoroughly 
disgusted  after  reading  it. 

Is  your  author/editor  implying  that 
blacks  are  little  more  than  animals;  that 
light-colored  skin  makes  one  more  civi¬ 
lized? 

Perhaps  I’m  missing  the  point  of  this 
story.  If  so,  I’d  very  much  like  an  explana¬ 
tion  of  the  point  that  obviously  floated  so 
incomprehensibly  by  me. 

ALPHONSO  JILTON,  JR. 
Schenectady,  N.Y. 

I  have  been  continually  impressed  with 
your  new  magazine  1984.  However,  I  have 
found  the  final  story  in  issue  #3  to  be  quite 
disturbing.  I  would  like  to  know  your  pur¬ 
pose  for  publishing  “The  Harvest?"  I  get 
the  distinct  impression  that  you  are  imply¬ 
ing  blacks  are  inferior  to  other  people.  If  I 
am  wrong,  please  correct  me. 

DARLENE  DAVIS 
Brooklyn,  N.Y. 

The  sole  purpose  of  the  story  “The  Har¬ 
vest”  was  to  bring  one  of  the  gravest  prob¬ 
lems  facing  mankind  today  to  its  most 
shocking  extreme,  and  to  make  people 
aware  that  beneath  a  man’s  skin,  no  mat¬ 

ter  what  color  it  may  be,  lies  a  human  be¬ 
ing  with  feelings,  emotions  and  desires 
that  are  universal. 

If  the  story  shocked  and  outraged  so 
many  of  our  readers,  we  feel  that  it  has 
been  successful.  Now  if  only  some  of  that 
outrage  could  be  channelled  into  correct¬ 
ing  the  actual  problem. 


MANIPULATE  THE 
MAS5E5?  US? 


You  people  think  you’re  pretty  sly  don’t 
you?  So  far  you've  published  stories  that 
have  insulted  us  (“The  Last  of  the  Really 
Great  All-American  Joy. Juice”  in  issue 
#1),  stories  that  have  outraged  us 
(“Scourge  of  the  Spaceways"  in  1984  #2 
and  “The  Harvest”  in  issue  #3),  and 
stories  that  have  slandered  our  great 
American  heroes  (“The  Stunning  Downfall 
of  Muhammad  Reptillicus"  in  issue  #4). 

These  have  all  been  powerful  stories  ob¬ 
viously  designed  for  one  purpose:  to 
shock,  anger,  and  wring  the  deepest  emo¬ 
tions  possible  from  your  readers. 

It’s  not  a  new  ploy.  Hugh  Hefner  and 
William  Gaines  did  it  in  the  1950’s  with 
their  Playboy  and  Mad  magazines,  respec¬ 
tively.  Matty  Simmons  and  Born  Again 
Christian  Larry  Flint  have  accomplished 
the  same  end  with  their  National  Lampoon 
and  Hustler  magazines,  right  here  in  the 
70’ s. 

It’s  called  manipulation  of  the  masses. 
And  depending  upon  how  adept  you  are  at 
playing  the  game;  in  other  words,  how  suc¬ 
cessfully  you  can  shock  and  outrage  the 
few  readers  who  pick  up  your  initial  is¬ 
sues,  you  can  garner  enough  free  (al¬ 
though  vehemently  adamant)  publicity 
(word  of  mouth  and  otherwise)  to  lure  the 
curious  masses  and  make  your  publishing 
venture  a  success. 

It's  a  bold  and  calculating  trick,  and  Jim 
Warren  (or  is  it  Bill  DuBay)  must  be  con¬ 
gratulated  on  his  (their)  business  sense. 
While  humor  and  sex  are  fundamental 
necessities  for  human  existence,  comic 
books  are  not,  however. 

So  while  1984  is  not  about  to  set  the 
publishing  world  afire,  it  will  be  interest¬ 
ing  nonetheless,  to  see  just  what  degree 
of  success  it  will  attain. 

SHARON  FITCH 
Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

1984  #4  was,  like  the  first  three  issues, 
highly  provocative.  And  that's  a  good  sign. 
If  Warren  can  continue  to  produce  a  maga¬ 
zine  that  elicits  such  passionate  response 
from  its  readers,  both  pro  and  con,  1984 
can’t  help  but  be  a  full-scale  success. 

MAURICE  HAFNAGEL 
Warren,  Mich. 


“LULLABY”  OUGHT 
TO  RECEIVE  AN  AWARD! 

I  all  but  gave  up  on  1984  after  reading 
the  first  two  issues.  Frankly,  I  was  down  to 
buying  the  magazine  for  one  reason  only: 
Richard  Corben’s  miraculous  art.  His  work 
is  an  ocean  of  genius  in  a  sea  of  medioc- 

But  with  the  third  issue  of  1984,  things 
began  to  change  for  the  better.  There  be¬ 
side  adolescent  crap  like  "In  the  Begin¬ 
ning  . . ."  and  “Dr.  Jerkyll,”  were  such  sol¬ 
id  stories  as  "Squeezin’s”  and  “Commfu." 
Maybe  there  was  still  hope,  I  reasoned. 

Then  came  issue  #4,  and  the  promise  fi¬ 
nally  began  to  bear  fruit.  Artistically,  the 
likes  of  Herb  Arnold,  the  world's  greatest 
Corben  imitator,  and  Jose  Gonzalez,  have 
replaced  such  nebulous  talents  as  Nebot. 
And  there  was  "The  Last  War,"  “Ogre," 
“Boys’  Camp"  and  especially  "Lullaby," 
which,  if  there  is  any  justice,  ought  to  re¬ 
ceive  some  sort  of  award. 

Not  that  you’ve  completely  eliminated 
the  trash.  "Mondo  Megillah"  and  “The 
Stunning  Downfall  of  Muhammad  Reptilli¬ 
cus"  were  interesting  solely  on  a  visual 
level.  Rex  Havoc  would  be  more  at  home  in 
EERIE  magazine.  And  the  second  chapter 
of  your  Idi  Amin  series  merely  repeated 
the  same  asinine  jokes  we  saw  the  first 
time  around. 

Needless  to  say,  the  latest  episode  of 
“Mutant  World”  was  no  disappointment. 

Despite  my  criticism,  1984  does  seem  to 
be  a  magazine  of  great  potential.  I  would 
very  much,  however,  like  to  see  it  trans¬ 
formed  into  something  more  than  a  comic 
book  with  pretty  pictures  and  near-worth- 

BRIAN  CADEN 
Cincinnati,  Ohio 

THE  INNER  WORKINGS 
OF  THE  COMICS: 

I’ve  been  fascinated  by  the  stories  and 
drawings  published  in  the  Warren  maga¬ 
zines  for  years  now.  I’ve  long  wanted  to 
write  and  express  my  gratitude  for  the 
pleasure  I’ve  derived  from  each  of  your 
publications. 

I  have  several  questions,  though.  How 
long  does  it  take  for  a  story  to  be  conceiv¬ 
ed,  written  and  illustrated?  And,  do  you 
sell  back  issues  of  1984  magazine? 

RICHARD  STRANGE 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Stories  are  usually  conceived  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  Rich,  when  sleepless 
authors  are  visited  by  the  good  fairy  of  in¬ 
spiration. 

Depending  upon  how  well  they  are 
researched  and  how  often  they  are  rewrit¬ 
ten  before  receiving  their  author’s  ap¬ 
proval,  comic  scripts  can  take  anywhere 
from  one  day  to  one  month  until  comple¬ 
tion.  Only  the  occasional  author  like  Jim 
Stenstrum,  who  types  with  one  finger,  will 
spend  more  than  a  month  on  a  single 

The  speed  at  which  comic  art  is  com¬ 
pleted  varies  almost  as  greatly.  There  are 
illustrators  who  can  render  up  to  three 
finished  pages  per  day,  as  does  Jose  Or¬ 
tiz.  And  there  are  more  meticulous  artists, 
like  Joe  Vaultz,  Herb  Arnold  and  Richard 
Corben,  for  whom  it  is  not  unusual  to 
spend  three  or  more  days  working  on  one 
page  of  art. 

So,  as  you  can  see,  the  time  it  takes  to 
produce  a  finished  story  will  vary  as  great¬ 
ly  as  do  human  personalities. 

As  for  your  second  question,  check  out 
page  68. 

Letters  continued  on  page  59 
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'spare  Ei 


1986  Ap.  A  WEEK  FOLLOWING  THE  DEATH 
OF  SENATOR  WOLMAN  AVALON,  HIS  ONLY 
SON,  THOMAS,  WAS  SUMMONED  TO  MEET 
HIS  UNCLE,  THE  VARIOUSLY  SCORNED  AND 
CELEBRATED  EZBUKIAS  LONGVIEW 
AVALON,  FOR  THE  VERY  FIRST  TIME. 
FILLED  WITH  TREPIDATION,  ANP  SUSPICIOUS 
OF  THIS  MAN  HIS  FATHER  ONLY  RARELY 
SPOKE  OF,  THE  BOY  WAS  DELIVERED  TO 
HIS  UNCLE'S  SECLUDED  ESTATE. 


FATHER'S  DEATH, 
MY  BOY.  YOUR 
UNCLE  HOPES  YOU 
WILL  UNDERSTAND 
WHY  HE  COULD  NOT 

attend  the  funer¬ 
al,  but  he  was 
wholely  preoccu¬ 
pied  IN  PREPARATION 
OF  YOUR  ARRIVAL. 
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SEEMS  A  FAMOUS  NUCLEAR  SCIENTIST  HAP  COMPLETELY  DISAPPEARED  WHILE  IN- 
SIPE  HIS  LOCKED  AND  GUARPEP  LASORATORY.  UPON  CLOSER  EXAMINATION  WE 
DISCOVERED  THAT  HE  HAP  FALLEN  INTO  HIS  EXPERIMENTAL  ELECTRON  MICROSCOPE, 
AND  HAD  DROPPED  INTO  A  SUB -ATOMIC  UNIVERSE,  LANPINS  ON  A  PLUTONIUM 
ATOM.  WE  FOLLOWEP  IMMEPlATELY  IN  OUR  G.AV.  ANP  THE  RESCUE  WAS  O/V.' 


WHEN  WE  FOUNP  OUR  SCIENTIST,  HE  WA5  ALREAPY  THE  HOSTAGE  OF  A  GANG  OF 
RAPIATION-PISEASEP  PISTOL6ROS,  WHO  INHABITEP  THE  PLUTONIUM  ATOM  ANP 
WANTEP  RANSOM  FOR  HIM.  I  KNEW  OUR  TIME  WAS  EXTREMELY  SHORT,  ANP  THAT 
IT  WOULP  BE  IMPOSSIBLE  TO  PEAL  WITH  THESE  SMALL-MINPEP  TYPES  ANYWAY, 
50  WE  PULLEP  OUT  ALL  THE  STOPS  ANP  MOWED  THEM  POWN  FAST.  MINUTES 
LATER,  WE  ARRIVEP  SAFELY  BACK  IN  THE  LABORATORY  WITH  OUR  5CIENTI5T  SAFE 
ANP  SOUNP,  ONLY  INSTANTS  BEFORE  THE  ISOTOPE  WE  WERE  ON  PLUNKEP  TO  ITS 


DESTRUCTION  INTO  THE  ATOM- SM*ASH£G  ■ 


k  row ie.'  i’psi 
ANYTHING  JUS 
RIPE  ALONG  WITH 
\  ONE  TIME.' 


JUST 


THOMAS. 


X'  AHHH  .  ! 

THANK  YOU,  PARLING. 
AUF  WIEPERSEHEN, 


IT  INVOLVE?  THE  FANTASTICALLY  CORRUPT  GOVERNMENT  OF  THE  L  ORO  MACH  IN  A 
EMPIRE,  WHICH  HAP  ENSLAVE?  0OTH  MAN  ANP  ROBOTS  IN  THE  YEAR  30,003  A  .  P. 
AS  I  SAlP,  WE  STUMBLE?  ON  IT  QUITE  BY  ACCIPENT.  WE  WERE  ONLY  GOINS  INTO  THE 
FUTURE  TO  LOOK  AT  NEXT  YEAR'S  CAR  MORELS,  BUTOUICKLY  FOUNP  OURSELVES 
CENTER-STAGE  INA  MONUMENTAL  HUMAN- AUTOMATON  RIGHTS  CONFLICT. 


WE  WERE  HORRIFIEP  TO  LEARN  THAT  THE  SMALLER  ROBOTS  WERE  FORCEP  INTO 
SLAVE  LABOR,  ANP  HUMAN  BEINGS  WERE  BEING  PULVERIZED  MO  USER  FOR 
FUEL.  WEEKS  OF  FIGHTING,  EVEN  WITH  THE  VALIANT  HELP  OF  THE  HUMAN-AUTO- 
MATA  UNPERGROUNP,  PROPUCEP  NOTHING.  THEN  ARIELLA  HIT  ON  THE  IPEA  OF 
TRAVELING  BACK  A  FEW  YEARS,  ANP  PICKERING  WITH  LORP  MACHINA  AS  HE 
CAME  OFF  THE  ASSEMBLY  LINE. 


I  PIP,  ANP  SUPPENLY  HE  BECAME  MORE  RESPONSIVE  TO  OUR  PEMANPS,  ANP 
5IGNEP  THE  NIAGNA-CARTA'ROBOTA.  EVENTUALLY  LORP  MACHINA  ANP  X 
BECAME  FAST  FRlENPS,  ANP  HE  EVEN  GAVE  ME  TIPS  ON  HOW  TO  REPAIR  MY 

ROBOT  ASSISTANTS . 


TELL  IT  TO  THE  MACHINES 


SO  THERE  WE  WERE.  ME /AND  THE  LATE,  GREAT  JDI  AMIN. . . STRUTTING  OUR  WAV  THROUGH  THE  GRAND  AFRICAN  CONTINENT,  ON 
THE  ROAD  TO  NOWHERE,  WITH  BUT  ONE  ALL-CONSUMING  GOAL:  TO  SURVIVE.  VOU  HAD  TO  GIVE  US  CREDIT.  WE  HADN'T  DONE 
SUCH  A  BAD  JOB  SO  PAR.  WE'D  MANAGED  TO  LIVE  THROUGH  THE  RECENT  HOLOCAUST  •  THE  THIRTY  SECONDS  WAR  THAT 
LEFT  THE  FACE  OF  MOTHER  EARTH  MORE  POCK-MARKEP  THAN  THAT  OF  A  TEENY  BOPPER  O.P.-ING  ON  HERSHEY  BARS  . 
WE'D  EVEN  SURVIVED  NUMEROUS  ONSLAUGHTS  8Y  ROVING  BANDS  OF  RADIATION-CRAZED  WIUTIES  WHO  WOULD'VE 
LIKED  NOTHING  BETTER  THAN  TO  TOSS  OUR  SUCCULENT  BONES  INTO  THE  NEAREST STEWPOT- 
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CONSIDER  THIS:  THERE  ARE 
MEN  WHO'LL  LOAN  THOUSANDS 
OP  COLLARS  TO  A  STRANGER, 
WITH  NOTES  FORTHIRTV  PAYS, 
NINTY  PANS,  TEN  TEARS.  BUT... 
ASK  THE  SAME  MAN  TO  BORROW 
HIS  WIFE  FOR  JUST  ONE  HOUR, 
ANP  THE  RESPONSE  IS  FAR 
FROM  GENTLE. 


MV  TRUE  PASSIONS  WERE 
GAMBLING  ANP  SWINPLING.  I 
WAS  EQUALYAPEPT  AT  BOTH. 
PREFERRING  THE  FORMER 
BUT  OFTEN  RESORTING  TO  THE 
LATTER.  _ 


FOR  A  LONG  TIME  X  AVOIPEP 
FEMALES,  CONVINCED  THAT  I 
WASN'T  A  WORTH V  MATE.  OH, 
THERE'P  BEEN  A  FEW  LIA sons, 
BUT  THESE  WERE  GENERALLY 
BRIEF  ANP  PASSlONLESS/ANP 
SOON  FORGOTTEN. 


THE  FACT  THAT  I  WAS  WANTED 
IN  FOUR  STATES  WAS  IN¬ 
CONSEQUENTIAL.  THERE  WERE 
PLENTYOF  STATES  ANP  PLENTY 
OF  SUCKERS  LEFT  UNTAPPEP. 


i  GREW  UP  VERY  PIFFERENT 
FROM  MY  FATHER.  HE  WAS  A 
LUMBERJACK',  STRONG,  HARP¬ 
WORKING  AND  STRICT.  I  WAS 
A  preamer;  SHIFTLESS  and 
IMPULSIVE.  WE  PIPN'T  GET 
ALONG.  SOMETIME  AROUNP 
MY  TWELFTH  BIRTH  PAY,  THE 
SITUATION  BECAME  IN¬ 
TOLERABLE  ANP  I  RAN  AWAY. 


MY  NAME  IS  TIMOTHY  STERN  BACH. 
I  HAVEN'T  ALWAYS  BEEN  A 
WOMANIZER.  BUT  LATELY  MY 
APPETITE  FOR  THE  OPPOSITE 
SEX  HAS  BEEN  VIRTUALLY 
INSATIABLE,  FIRST,  LET  ME  TELL 
YOU  HOW  IT  ALL  CAME  ABOUT. 
LATER,  I'LL  FILL  IN  WHAT  TRANS- 
PI  REP  WHEN  THE  SPHERES 
COLLIDED . 


THEN,  AT  THE  OUTSET  OP  A 
PERFECTLY  ORDINARY  PAWN,! 
ESPIED  THE  MULTI-COLORED 

S  UNRISE. 


EUPHEMISTICALLY  SPEAKING,  I 
SAMPLED  the  FRUIT  of  over  a 
hundred  pioneer  ladies  of 
every  size,  shape,  and 

PERSONALITY,  YET  X  NEVER 
FOUNPWHAT  X  WAS  lOOKINGFOR 
...THE  KEY  TO  LILAC'S  STRANSE 
BEHAVIOR. 


KALEIDOSCOPIC  ClOUPS  FLOAT¬ 
ED  ACROSS  AN  IRIDESCENT  SKY. 
THE  TOTAL  IMAGE  WAS  THAT 
OF  A  BEAUTIFUL,  BUT  UNEARTH¬ 
LY  LANDSCAPE.  IT  WAS  MY  FIRST 
INDICATION  THAT  SOMETHING 
MAGICAL.  WAS  ABOUT  TO  ! 

HAPPEN.  | 


SHE  WAS  A  FIRM  BELIEVER  IN 
LUST  AT  FIRST  SIGHT  AND 
PRACTICED  IT  WITH  ENTHUSIASM 
AND  DEVOTION.  BUT  ALWAYS, 
AFTER  THESEDUCEE  SUCCUMB 
ED  TO  HER  TEMPTATIONS, SHED 
HAVE  NOTHING  FURTHER  TO 
DO  WITH  HIM..  IT  WAS  RARE 
THAT  SHE  WOULD  EVEN  TALK 
TO  HER  “CONaUEST" COME 
THE  FOLLOWING  MORN. 


THUS  BEGAN  MY  ADVENTURES  WITH 
THE  OPPOSITE  SEX.  FROMTHEN 
ON,  I  SAMPLED  EVERY  WO/WAN 
WHO  CHANCED  ACROSS  MY  PATH! 
VIRGINS,  WIFES,  MOTHERS,  NUNS 
AND  WHORES.'  XGREASED  MY 
AXLE  IN  CITIES  AND  TOWNS, 

lechering  my  way  to  nowhere; 


like  THE  OTHERS,!  TOO,  WAS 
FORTUITOUSLY  CAST  ASIDE. 
MAYBE  IT  WAS  THE  JOLT  TO 
MY  MALE  PRIDE...  MAYBE  IT 
WAS  JUST  NATURAL 
CURIOUSITY..,  BUT  X  BECAME 
FASCINATED  BY  LILAC'S  UN¬ 
CONVENTIONAL  PHILOSOPHY. 
AND  X  FORTHRIGHTLY 
DETERMINED  TO  FIND  OUT 
WHAT  MADE  WOMEN  LIKE  HER 


MY  PHILANDERING  PROMISED  TO 
GET  ME  TORTURED  (AT  THE  VERY 
LEAST)  BY  ANY  NUMBER  OF 
JEALOUS  HUSBANDS,  IRATE 
FATHERS,  AND  OUTRAGED 
CLERGYMEN.  BUT  IT  DIDN'T 
STOP  ME.  I  WAS  ON  A  QUEST 
MUCH  MORE  PLEASUR6ABLE 
THAN  THE  SEARCH  FOR  THE 
HOLY  GRAIL, 


AND  AS  I  WATCHED,  TWO  CRVSTAlr 
LINE  SPHERES  LIKE  SMOOTH 
COMETS,  CAME  TOGETHER  ON 
THE  HORIZON/. 


THIS  IS  WHERE  I  FOUND 
MVSELFI  IN  AN  INCONGRUOUS 
WORLD  OF  OFFBEAT  IMAGES 
AND  CONFLICTING  ERAS, 
WHERE  REALITIES  WERE 
JUXTAPOSE?  UPON  EACH 
OTHER  IN  COMICAL 
P/SCHORP. 


I  ALSO  CONSIDERED  THE 
POSSIBILITY  THAT  X  HAD 
PASSED  THROUGH  TIME.BUT 
IT  SEEMED  UNLIKELY;  THERE 
WERE  TOO  MANY  OBVIOUS 
ANACHRONISMS.  THAT 
MEANT  IN  ALL  LIKELVHOOD 
I  HAD  TRAVELED  THROUGH 
SPRCE...  TO  ANOTHER 
WORLP. 


MV  FIRST  THOUGHT  j 
WAS  THAT  I  HAD  , 
WITNESSED  THE  END 
OP  THE  WORLD  AND  | 
GONE  ACOORDINGLV 
TO  AAV  JUST 
REWARD.  BUT  AS 
I  SAW  NEITHER 
HARPS  NOR  FIRE 
AND  S/VOLPERING 
BRIMSTONE,  I 
DISMISSED  THAT  I 
IDEA  AS  I 

FALLACIOUS.  | 


SOAAEHOW  THE 
COLLISION  OF  THE  1 
SPHERES  GENERATED  B 
RAV5  OF  ENERGY  I 
THAT  ENGULFED  MV  I 
i  FRAGILE  PERSON-  B 
AGE  AND 

INSTANTANEOUSLY  1 
|  TRANSPORTED  ME...  £ 

HERE. 


X  TOLP  HI M  AAV  STORY.  HE  NOPPEP  HAPPILV  AT 
REGULAR  INTERVALS  ANR  AT  ONE  POINT,  CLAPPER 
HIS  HANPS  AN [7  JUMPER  UP  ANP  POWN, LAUGHING 
SHRILLY. 
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/  whatl  .  what  areTN^ 

MAGI C  SPHERES?  W£V-' 

,  YOU'RE  SLOBBERIN'  HTj^' 
V  ALL  OVER  ME!  ^ 


j9K3§F 

WPP^mS* 


JT OH,  I  CAN  SCANT  RESTRAIN  MV  \ 
7  ILLIMITABLE  ENTHUSIASM!  AS  FOR  \ 
MAGIC  SPHERES...  WHY,  THEY  ARE  ' 
CONTAINERS  OFMVSTICAL  ENERGY; 
PRERECORPEP  SORCERS  SPELLS, 
LOCKEP  WITHIN  SPHERES  ANP  SET 
AFLOAT  IN  THE  UNIVERSE,  TO  /: 
*L  ROAM  UNTIL  THEIR  PURPOSE  IS  A\N 
FULFILLEP.  _ _ 


y  THOSE  PARTICULAR  ONES  WHICH 
ENSNAREP  SOU  WERE  SENT  OUT 
EONS  AGO  TO  SEARCH  THE 
UNIVERSE  ANP  SEER.  A  SUITABLE 
MATE  FOR  MV  ELPEST  PAUGHTER, 
PCUP.  THEY'VE  TOURNEYEP  TO 
WORLP  AFTER  WORLP,  TO  FINP 
A  MAN  WHO  FITS  MY  PRE- 


I  WAS  TOO  ASTOUNPEP  TO  PROTEST. 
REASON,  THAT  IF  THEY  HAP  TO  SCOl 
MARRY  THE  KING'S  PAUGHTER. 


I  BRACEP MVSELF,  EXPECTING  THE  WORST.  IT  STOOP  TO 
)R  A  WHOLE  OTHER  UNIVERSE  TO  FINP  SOMEONE  WHO'P 
.SHE  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  A  DESPERATE  POG. 

7S1?  Flzl  H 


THAT’S 

YOUR 

PAUGHTER? 
BUT,. .SHE'S 

BEAUTIFUL! 


Y.  ^T  \ 

7ClUMMmSY! 

A  MORE 
AWKWARD 

.GIRL  NEVER 

V  livep!  y 


oops:  v 

THERE  SHE 
GOES  AGAIN... 
TRIPPING 
OVER  HER 
OWN 

^CUMBERSOME , 

V CLOGS!  7 
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l/bf=  COUMe!  THE  SPHERE 
' WAS  PESIGNEP  TO  RETURN 
HI/VN  TO  HIS  OWNPIMENS/ONAS 
SOON  AS  HE  TOUCHEP  IT. 

HE 'P  FUFlLLEP  HIS  PURPOSE. 
V^WE  HAP_NO  FURTHER.  WEEP 


he  probably  thought*- . . 

X  WAS  SERIOUS  ABOUT  THAT  1 
WEALTH  ANP  POWER  CRAP.1 
POOR  CHAP. ..  HE  WON'T  BE 
HAPPY  WHEN  HE  REALIZES 
HE'S  BEEN  CONNED,  x 
WONPER  WHAT  HIS  WISH 
“(AS,  ANY  WAV? 


I  FOUNP  MYSELF  JUST  AS  I  HAD 
BEEN;  ON  A  LONELY  PESERT  TRAIL. 
SARINS  UP  AT  THE  MULTI  COLOREP 
SUNRISE,  WHICH  WAS  FAPING  FAST 
INTO  BLUE  MORNING  LIGHT.  THE 


MASIC  SPHERE  WAS  GONE,  BUT  THE 
MEMORIES  REMAlNEP. 


IT  WAS  THIS;  LILAC  WAS  SIMPLY  EXERCISING  HER  RIGHT  TO 
BE  HUMAN'  WHEN  IT  CAME  RIGHT  POWN  TO  IT.  THAT  WAS  THE 
ONLY  REASON  SHE  NEEPEP,  ANP  ALL  I  HAPA  RIGHT  TO 
KNOW.  AS  X  ROPE  TOWARP  THE  NEXT  TOWN  ANP  THE  NEXT 
WOMAN, I  FELT  VERY  HAPPY...  ANP  VERY  MUCH  ALU/E. 


29 


IWil 

El 

s 

aasaa 

cTill  J  m  wa 

E 

■nll  ^l  [kill  Ik  ID 

1 

r  i  1 

30 

Author:  NICOLA  CUTI/lllustrators:  ERNIE  COLON  and  IA It 

ILLY  WOOD 

YOU  6TARE  WITH  UNSEEING  EYES  AS  THE  LANDSCAPE  WHIRLS  PAST 
FOR  YOU  ARE  LOOKING  BACK,  BACK  ON  YEARS  OF  ... 

1 1  w  wmmm 


FOR  WHAT?  FOR  THE 
CHILDREN  ? 


...OF  WORKING  OVERTIME, 
OF  TAKING  WORK  HOME..., 


WHATEVER  you  DID, 
IT  WASN'T  GOOD 
ENOUGH.../ 


you  NEVER 
Z3/OS-  ME 
ANYWHERE/ 


^  .  .J 

LUKE  THE  NUKE  WAS  AMONG  THE  MOST  NOTCH  IOUS 
CUSTOM  RUNNERS  IN  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY 
y EARS  OF  SUBSPACE  TRANSPORTATION.  HE 
HIMSELF  HAD  BEEN  IN  OPERATION  ONLY 
FIFTEEN  MONTHS,  BUT  WAS  ALREADY  RE¬ 
GARDED  By  His  PEERS  AS  THE  FINEST  SINGLE 
RUNNER  SINCE  BIGTIME  BEN  MY  BISMARCK 
SCORCHED  THE  SPACEWAYS. 


TO  HELP  US 
UNDERSTAND  THE 

mao  chase  that 
FOLLOWED,  LET 
US  CONSIDER 
LUKE  AND 
HIS 

SITUATION. 


WHAT  MADE  LUKE  SO  SPECIAL  WAS  NO 
MORE  COMPLICATED  THAN  THIS  :  HE 
AL WAYS  BROUGHT  HIS  CARGO  IN. 
EVERY  7/ME.  THROUGH  METEOR 
STORMS  WITH  ONE  ENGINE  SHUT  DOWN, 
AND  CARRYING  NOTHING  MORE  VALUABLE 
THAN  A  CRATE  OF  TARIFF- FREE  CHOC¬ 
OLATES,  LUKE  BROUGHT  IT  IN. 

ANOTHER  THING  ABOUT  LUKE  WHICH  'I 
PARTICULARLY  ENDEARED  HIM  TO  HIS  * 
CUSTOMERS,  WAS  THAT  HE  WOULD  i 
TAKE  ON  ANY  KIND  OF  CARGO.  STOLEN  . 
MERCHANDISE,  EXPLOSIVES,  WEAPONS,  . 
MONEY,  DRUGS,  FOOD,  ANIMALS,  PEOPLE  ► 
LUKE  ASKED  NO  QUESTIONS. 


HIS  ONLY  REQUEST  WAS  THAT 
WHATEVER  HE  HAULED  BE  AS 
UNLAWFUL  AS  POSSIBLE 


ON  THIS  RUN,  LUKE  WAS  DELIVER¬ 
ING  SOME  ILLEGAL  ALIENS  TO  PICK 
ORANGES  ON  EARTH.  SMUGGLING 
ALIENS  FOR  SLAVE  LABOR  WAS  NOT 
A  SERIOUS  CRIME  . .  .NOT  LIKE 
SMUGGLING  CENTAUR  I  SVELT- 
CATS... BUT  IT  WAS  THE  BEST 
LUKE  COULD  DO  AT  THE  TIME. 


BEHIND  THE  CONTROLS,  OBLIVIOUS  TO 
EVERYTHING  BUT  THE  EARTH-COUNTRY 
MUSIC  TWANGING  THROUGH  HIS  STEREO- 
PHONES,  LUKE  DID  NOT  HEAR  THE  WARN¬ 
INGS  OF  THE  SOLAR  COMMAND.  HE  P/O 
SEE  AN  ANNOYING  FLASHING  LIGHT  ON 
THE  COMMO  PANEL,  AND  CLICKED  IT 

OFF  DEAD.  JMHI 


ONCE  THE  COMMO  LINE  WAS  CUT, 
THE  SOLAR  CUTTERS  LEVELED  I 
FIRE  ON  LUKE'S  SHIP  IN  EARN¬ 
EST.  BUT  LUKE  ROLLED  AND 
LOOPED,  AND  SUDDENLY  PUT 
ON  A  SUPRISING  BURST  OF 
SPEED.  IT  WAS  ALL  THE 
CUTTERS  COULD  DO  JUST  TO 
KEEP  UP  WITH  HIM. 


SPEEDING  VIOLENTLY  PAST  MARS. 
LUKE'S  DESTINATION  FLASHED 
SUDDENLY  INTO  SIGHT:  A  TINY 
SPECK  FORTY  MILLION  MILES 
AWAY.  THE  PLANET  EARTH. 


Lfrrrrj 


ON  EARTH,  AT  THE  OTHER  END  O, 
THE  RUN,  WAS  POME  PLATE:  A 
SECRET  SMUGGLER  HANGAR  HIPC 
INSIDE  AN  ARTIC  ICEBERG.  AT  Tf. 
CONSOLE,  LUKE'S  PARTNERS  - . . 
RUNNERS  ALL. ..CHEERED  HIM  ON  AS 
THEY  WATCHED  HIS  ADVENTURE 
ON  REMOTE  RADAR. _ 


dead  ahead--  a  giant  a vei  transport  plodding 

HOME  FROM  URANUS.  LUKE  DIDN'T  SLOW,  DIDN'T 
VEER  OFF.  HIS  PURSUERS  STUCK  FAST  TO  HIM,  BUT 
STOPPED  THEIR  FIRING  WHEN  THEY  SAW  THE  WORD 
"rue L"  PROMINENTLY  DISPLAYED  ON  the  TRANS-  I 
PORT'S  HULL. 


INCREDIBLY,  .LUKE  DID  NOT  PULL  OUT  OP  HIS  DEAD-ON  COURSE  WITH  THE  TRANSPORT,  BUT  INSTEAD  PLUNGED; 
THROUGH  IT,  ZIGZAGGING  PAST  ITS  MASS  OF  EKPOSED  MACHINERY  AND  SEAMS,  AND  OUT  AGAIN  WITHOUT  5 
ANY  FAINT  SCRATCHED.  THE  PURSUIT  SHIPS  DIDN'T  EVEN  COHSIDER  SUCH  A  MANIACAL  STUNT  THEY  SIDE¬ 
STEPPED  THE  TRANSPORT  ON  Ti  P  TOES  . 


LUKE  WAS  AWAY  AND  LOCKED 
INTO  OVERDRIVE  BEFORE 
THE  SHIPS  exploded  in  a 
NOVA-LIKE  DISPLAY  OF  FIRE¬ 
WORKS.  THE  FINAL  PURSUIT 
CRAFT,  THE  TEAM-LEADER 
SPED  RIGHT  AFTER  HIM  . 


FED  BY  MAGE  ALONE,  the  LAST  CHASER  MUSTERED  ALL  HIS  SPEED  INTO  ONE 
FEROCIOUS  LU/VGE.  NEARLY  CLIMBING  ONTO  LUKE'S  BACK.  THE  CHASER 
ZEROED  IN  WITH  HIS  SUPERLASEHS.  IN  A  MOMENT  MORE  LUKE  WOULC 
BE  LOCKED  INTO  HIS  SIGHTS. 


THE  PURSUIT  SHIP  HUNG  ON  LUKE'S  EVERY  TURNING 
MANEUVER.  TYPICALLY,  WHEN  THEY  APPROACHED  A 
HIGH-OPBIT  SPACEWHEEL,  LUKE  TORE  FULL-THROTTLE 
STRAIGHT  THROUGH  THE  DOCKING  HUB.  THE  CHASER 
AVOIDED  THE  HUB,  PASSING  BETWEEN  THE  SPOKES 
OF  THE  WHEEL,  BUT  LOST  NOTAN  INSTANT  BY  DOING  SO. 


THE  SPACE  JIG  CONTINUED,  BUT  THE  LAST  CHASER  WOULD  NOT  SHAKE.  FINALLY,  THEY  CAME  UPON  ANOTHER,  FAR 
LARGER,  SPACEWHEEL,  STILL  BEING  CONSTRUCTED.  AS  A  GIANT  SOLAR  MIRROR  WELDED  ONE  OF  THE 

WHEEL'S  CORRIDORS.  LUKE  AND  HI5  SHADOW  ZOOMED  QEAO  TOWARD  IT.  , 


NEAT  AS  CAN 
BE,  LUKE 
ENTERED  ONE 
END  OF  THE 
CORRIDOR  AND 
EMERGED 
FROM  THE 


AND,  AS  USUAL, 
jS  THE  CHASER 
AVOIDED  IT 


THE  PURSUIT  SHIP  WAS  SLICED  FROM  STEM  TO 
STERN  BEFORE  THE  PILOT  OF  THE  CRITICALLY 
INJURED  CRAFT  EVEN  REALI2ED  WHAT  HAD 
BEEN  DONE  TO  IT. 


AS  THE  LAST  GENDARME  WAS  BLOWN  AWAY, 
LUKE  PUNCHED  THE  ACCELERATOR,  GOING 
INTO  A  KAMIKAZE-LIKE  POWEROIVE.  EARTH, 
AND  HOME  PLATE,  WERE  JUST  MINUTES  AWAY. 


But  suddenly,  luke  was  under| 

ATTACK  AGAIN,  By  A  SORT  OF  I 

LAST  i/ve  OF  DEFENSE  RECENTLyI 
INSTALLED  BY  CUSTOMS  AGAINST  1 
USING  UNAUTHORIZED  ENTRY  j 

ROUTES  TO  EARTH.  | 


A  DOZEN  TINY  SATELLITES  CON-  1 
VERGED  ON  LUKE'S  SHIP,  ATTACA- 1 
/NS  THEMSELVES  TO  THE  PRONT 
OF  IT.  THE  DISRUPTER  SIGNALS 
EACH  SATELLITE  EA/IITTED  BEGAN 
WORKING  ON  THE  SHIP'S  GYROS.  I 
TRYING  TO  SEND  LUKE  INTO  ANUN- 
CONTROLABLE  SPIN  THAT  WOULD  | 
DESTROY  THE  SHIP  OR  CRIPPLE 
IT  FOR  LATER  PICKUP. 


LUKE  NEVER  I 
YIELDED.  ANDASl 
A  LAST 

DESPERATE  I 
MEASURE,  HE  I 
BLASTED  AWAY  I 
ALL  HIS  HEAT  I 
SHIELDS.  AND  I 
THE  SATELLITES  I 
WITH  THEM.  I 
HIS  PACE  0 
THROUGHOUT  I 
DID  NOT  SLOW  I 


OVER  THE  ARTIC  OCEAN, 
LUKE'S  SHIP  MANAGED 
TO  SURVIVE  RE-ENTRY, 
BUT  ONLY  JUST  BARELY. 
BLACKENEO,  BURNING, 
WITH  AN  INCREDIBLE 
TRAIL  OF  BLACK  SMOKE 
AND  FIRE  BELCHING  FROM 
BOTH  ENGINES ,  THE 
SEVERELY  CRIPPLED  SHIP 
HOBBLED  TOWARDA 
SINGLE  UNDISTINGUISHED 
ICEBERG .  HOME  PLATE 
WAS  IN  SIGHT.  _  I 


OUTSIDE,  THE  MASSIVE  ICE  WALLS  PULLED 
APART,  EXPOSING  THE  ICEBERG'S  BOGUS 
METAL  CORE.  THE  INNER  DOORS  TOO, 


BUT  AS  LUKE  PREW  VERY,  VERY  NEAR,  IT  WAS 
OBVIOUS  THE  POORS  OF  THE  HANSAR  WERE  j 
NOT  GOING  TO  BE  ALL  THE  WAY  OPEN  BY  THE 
TIME  HE  GOT  THERE  .GEARS  SCPE AMED  AS  I 
THE  ENTRANCEP  WIPENEP.  BUT  SLOWLY. .. 
MUCH  TOO  SLOWLY,' 


THEN,  AT  THE  LAST  POSSIBLE  INSTANT, 
LUKE  TURNEP  THE  SHIP  SIOEWAYS, 
ALIGNING  HIMSELF  PRECISELY  TO 
FIT  BETWEEN  THE  POORS.  AS  HE  AP- 
PROACHEP,THEHANGAR  CREWSCRAM- 
BLEP  EVERY  WHICH  WAY. . .  ANYTHING 
JUST  TO  avoid  LUKE'S  E/RE Q ALUMS 
SHIP,' 


LUKE  GOT  THROUGH  THE  POORS.  BUT  WITHOUT  ANY  WAY  TO  LANP,  HE 
CRASHED  INTO  THE  HANGAR,  CARTWHEELING  ON  HIS  SIPE  OVER  ANp! 
OVER,  WHOLE  SECTIONS  OF  THE  SHIP  BEING  THROWN  OFF  AS  IT 
TWISTEP  ITSELF  INTO  A  SMOKING  BALL  OF  ALUMINUM.  i 


THE  SHIP  AT  last  CAME  TO  a  CRUNCHING  HALT  . 


_  —  -  -  - - -  " - -  nrM  ni'THE  OPPOSITE  WALLOF 

THE  HANGAR .  BROKEN,  CHARREP,  RlPPEP  A  NO  TWISTEP  (BUT  THANKFULLY 
NO  LONGER  BURNING),  THE  SHIPLOOK6P  LIKE  NOTHING  MORE  THAN  A  HEAI 
OF  BARELY  FASTENED  METAL  BITS.  IT  ONLY  MAPE  SENSE  THAT  LUKE  Ar 
HIS  PASSENGERS  SHOULP  BE  UNINJURED,  UNTOUCHED,  ANP  (WELL  LUK 
ANY  WAY  J  NOT  IN  THE  LEAST  BIT  SHAKEN  BY  THE  EPI50PE 


SOMEBODY'S 

COMIMS. 


OKAY... 
HE'S  GONE. 


■■L  mui 

l.<£  I  WAS  SAYING.,.!  THIS  w  _  BH  ^ 

3  *  ‘  — woman  was  in  PRErrv  IB  Hi  BHP 

■  bap  shape,  vknow!  she 

MUST'VE  SEEN  SOME  ■ 

real  harp  Hv|H  |B| 

PIH;  I 

tant 
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YOU  SE  WELL  AGAIN! 
PIMENTO  TAKE  CARE 
OF  YOU!  YOU  SEE! 


MONITOR  CENTRAL,  THIS 
IS  MAX.  I  HAVE  A 
HUMAN  FEMALE  TAGGEP 
SHE'S  ON  HER  WAY  OUT. 


PIMENTOSETYOU 
SOMETHING  TO 
EAT  NOW! 


WHAT'S  HER 

CONDITION,  MA/? 


SEVERE  PHYSIOLOGICAL 
TRAUMA.SEMI-COMATOSE. 
MULTIPLE  LACERATIONS... 


...  CONTUSIONS.  ANP 
PROBABLE  INTERNAL 
BLEEPING.  CERVICAL 
INFECTION.'NElSSERlA 
GONORRHOEAE.  I'M 
REQUESTING 
INTER  VEN  Tt  ON. 


NEGATIVE' 

INTERVENTION  DENIED! 
STAY  ON  IT  AWHILE,  MAY. 
SEE  WHAT 
PEVEL  OPS! 


HEY,  JACOBS... WHAT 
THE  HELL'S  NEISSERIA 

GONORRHOEAS* 


HEH!  HEH!  HEH! 
PIP  PIMENTO  FALL 
ONHISPISLAKP/J55'? 


TELLVMW4£  OU  BAL... 
LEMME  MAKE  VA  A 
PF44  FOR  THAT  APPLE. 


HUH? 


IS...  IS  OHM  MEPICING ! 
IS  ooop  FOR  VO U! 
PLEHSE-!  Pimento 
NOT  MEAN  l¥</*r  VOU' 


VOU  KKIOW  THE 
RULES.  INTERVENTION 

PENlEP! 


P-PLEASE!  IS  NOT 
MONSTER!  IS  PIMENTO! 
SAP  MANS  SEAT  VOU... 


M'MONSTER!  S-STAV  WAV/ 


P-PO  NOT  FEAR! 
P-PIMENTO... 
S-SMS  YOU...! 


I  POM'T  KNOW  ABOUT  THAT, 


but  i  pisosevep  orders 

ANP  BROUGHT  HER  BACK 
HERE,  TO  THE  HOSPITAL!  I 
GOT  THROWN  IN  PRISON  FOR 
IT  ANP  X  PON'T  EVEN  KNOW 
IF  THE  SONS  OF 


I  MEAN... WHAT  THE  HELL  WAS 
I  SUPPOSED  TO  PO?  JUST 
LET  HER  P/E?  I  COULPN'T 

po  t/hat: 


BITCHES'LL  HELP  HEg 


CONTINUEP  NEXT  ISSUE.' 


a  short 

but  wonderous 
parable  called... 

FOR  SOME  REASON  I'VE  NEVER  BEEN  ABLE  TO  YOU  KNOW,  LIKE  "ONCE  UPON  A  TIME,  IN  A  KINGDOM  BY  THE  SEA 
FISURE  OUT( STORIES  LIKE  THIS  ONE  ALWAYS  OR  'ONCE  UPON  A  TIME,  IN  THE  LAND  OF  NOD....'"  OR  "ONCE  UPON  A 

SEEM  TO  START  WITH  "ONCE  UPON  A  TINIE!"  TIME,  IN  A  CHEAP  GIN  JOINT  ON  SIRIUS  1ST . . .  /  "  THAT  SORT  OF  STUFF.' 


THESE  PAYS,  THE  AIR  IS  GiRAy. . .  ANP  THE  EXCEPT,  THAT  IS,  FOR  WAT  LONELY  MONOLITH/C  STRUCTURE  WHICH 
EARTH  IS  BLACK. .  .ANP  THE  SEAS  BROWN...!  THE  BLACK  TOWER!  RISES  LIKE  SOME  SORT  OF  OBSCENE 

PHALLUS  FROM  THE  SWIRLING  PUSTANP 

WE  WORLP  IS  DESOLATE!  ASH£S  ™AT  SURROUNP  ,T- 

NET! THAT  SOUNPEP 
PRETTY  PAMNEP  GOOP.' 
Y'KNOW,  THIS  STORY¬ 
TELLING  STUFF  ISN'T 
HALE  AS  TOUGH  AS 
IT'S  CRACKEP  UP  TO  BE.' 
NOW  WHERE  WAS  X? 
OH,  YEAH....' 


ON  THE  SIPE  OF  WE  TOWER,  THERE  IS  A 
DOOR  CONSTRUCTEP  BY  CRAFTSMEN 
LONG  SINCE  FORGOTTEN,  ANP  RUSTEP 
SHUT  WITH  AGE! 


MAN  WORKING 


IT'S  AT  THE  BOTTOM  OF  THE  PIT, 
POWN  A  LONS,  CORRODED  LADDER 
SET  PRECARIOUSLY  INTO  ITS  SIPE, 
THAT  THINGS  FINALLY  BEGIN  TO 
GET  INTERESTING. . 


THE  PEOPLE  STUMBLE 
THROUGH  THE  WINP¬ 
ING  CORRIPORS  BE¬ 
NEATH  THE  BLACK 
TOWER  LIKE  ANTS... 


...SCURRYING  HERE 
AND  THERE  WITH 
HEAVY  BURDENS  ON 
THEIR  BACKS,  ALWAYS 
WORKING .  ALWAYS 
eUSV,  NEVER 
KNOWING  REST...! 


LOOK,  I  KNOW  PEAR,  ANP 
JEALOUSY  AREN'T  EXACTLY 
THE  TWO  MOST  APPEALING 
EMOTIONS  TO  TALK  ABOUT. 
BUT  THERE  ISN'T  VERY  MUCH 
X  CAN  OO  ABOUT  THAT.' 


IN  THIS  SOCIETY  OF  THE 
PEOPLE  WHO  SERVE  THi 
BOX,  THE  burden  one 
CARRIES  IS 
EVERYTHING.  . . 


I'M  JUST  TELLING  this  story 
LIKE  IT  /S,  TO  COIN  A  CLICHE. 
ANP  THE  WAY  IT  IS  IN  THIS 
NAMELESS,  GOP-FORESAKEN 
WORLP  IS..  AOt/Sy.' 


...ANP  SOI?  HELP  YOU 
IF  YOU  SHOULP  EVER 

falter  in  your  pury.' 


YOU  SEE,  IT  DOESN'T 
REALLY  MATTER 
HOW  WELL  YOU 
SERVED  THE  BOX  IN 
THE  PAST. ..HOW MUCH 
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IT'S  WHAT&  CALLED  THE  LAW  OF 
DIMINISHING  RETURNS  ! 


CALL  IT  FUTURE 
SEX  FANTASIES? 


I’ve  just  received  the  latest  issue  of 
1984,  and  after  reading  it,  felt  both  ripped 
off  and  insulted.  I  believe  you  should  reti¬ 
tle  this  magazine  “Stagnant  Illustrated 
Sleazy  Porn.”  It  certainly  would  give  the 
buyer  a  better  idea  of  what  your  magazine 
contains. 

Don’t  think  I’m  speaking  out  against 
adult  comics.  I  highly  enjoy  both  Richard 
Corben's  and  Nicola  Cutl’s  stories.  How¬ 
ever,  not  even  these  two  excellent  authors 
can  make  up  for  the  rest  of  the  pap  served 
up  to  us  in  1984. 

Every  single  story  written  by  Bill  DuBay 
contains  cutesy-pie  language  and  trashy 
slang,  neither  of  which  is  funny  or  in  the 
least  bit  a  turn-on. 

It  enraged  me  when  Mr.  DuBay  had  the 
audacity  to  script  into  two  separate 
stories  that  when  a  woman  is  gang-raped 
or  has  her  insides  blown  to  smithereens 
while  being  sexually  assaulted,  that  she 
dies  in  ecstacy,  or  at  the  very  least, 
contentment.  What  kind  of  bullshit  is 
that? 

Any  woman  or  doctor  can  tell  you  that 
rape  is  extremely  painful  and  that  gang¬ 
banging  is  definitely  no  fun.  This  sort  of  ir¬ 
responsible  writing  can  only  do  irreversi¬ 
ble  damage  towards  the  attitudes  of  your 
impressionable  younger  readers. 

I  have  always  thought  that  this  sort  of 
rape  fantasy  was  attractive  only  to 
physically  or  mentally  weak  men  who  get 
their  kicks  out  of  pushing  women  around. 
So  isn’t  1984  catering  to  a  very  small 
minority? 

Also,  what  is  it  with  the  bold  lettering 
emphasis  on  all  of  the  dirty  words,  or 
words  that  can  be  misconstrued  as  a  coy 
reference  to  sex?  I  feel  like  I’m  reading  a 
book  that  has  been  gone  over  by  some  old 
lady  with  a  red  pen  underlining  all  of  the 
“filth.” 

I  don’t  really  object  to  the  words  them¬ 
selves,  but  then  neither  do  I  need  them 
blaring  out  at  me  every  time  I  turn  a  page. 
Then  again,  maybe  this  style  of  lettering  is 
for  those  who  like  to  take  a  quick  skim  and 
then  jerk  off  on  the  rememberances.  How 
considerate  of  you. 

J.  HUNT 
Glen  Mills,  Pa. 


Why  not  simply  call  1984  “Bill  DuBay’s 
Future  Sex  Fantasies?"  Why  does  adult 
fantasy  always  have  to  mean  male 
oriented  sex  dreams?  Couldn't  it  for  once 
mean  intelligent,  perceptive  and  im¬ 
aginative  fiction? 

I’ve  waited  years  for  Warren  Publishing 
to  come  out  with  a  science  fiction 
magazine,  only  to  discover  that  science 
fiction  is  taking  a  back  seat  to  DuBay’s 
infatuation  with  sex. 

LEE  WIDENER 
Eugene,  Oregon 


I  want  to  make  one  thing  perfectly  clear: 
I  don’t  disgust  easily.  I  admire  Robert 
Crumb  and  Robert  Williams,  although  S. 
Clay  Wilson  strikes  me  as  tedious.  But  I 
can  say  without  reservation  that  the  first 
several  issues  of  1984  are  among  the  most 
disgusting  things  I  have  ever  seen.  They 
give  Nazi  war  atrocities  a  run  for  their 
money. 

No  doubt  you’ve  received  hundreds  of 
letters  like  this  and  have  dismissed  the 
writers  as  prudes.  But  I  am  prepared  to 
make  my  case  against  the  magazine  and 
the  major  culprit:  Bill  DuBay.  To  summar¬ 
ize,  1984  is  adolescent,  misogynist,  anti- 
sexual,  hypocritical,  small-minded,  un¬ 
imaginative  and  just  plain  stupid. 

To  be  specific: 

Misogynist:  to  editor/author  Dubay, 
there  are  two  kinds  of  women:  castrating 
bitches  who  are  all  hags,  and  dumb  nym¬ 
phos  who  are  all  prostitutes.  It  is  never 
even  hinted  that  women  might  be  human 
beings  with  lives  of  their  own,  apart  from 
the  role  they  play  in  the  direct  gratification 
of  men.  As  for  those  who  do  dedicate 
themselves  to  said  gratification,  not  only 
does  DuBay  have  no  respect  for  them 
(they're  all  tramps  anyway),  he  doesn't 
even  like  them  very  much. 

Anti-sexual:  It’s  obvious  from  DuBay’s 
hatred  of  women  that  he  wouldn’t  be  in¬ 
volved  with  sexual  intercourse  at  all  if  his 
right  hand  satisfied  him.  I  can  find  only 
one  story  in  1984  in  which  sexual  inter¬ 
course  is  even  portrayed  as  pleasurable; 
God  forbid  that  love  be  mentioned  any¬ 
where. 

Adolescent:  The  fear  of  sex  and  the  fear 
of  women  are  basic  traumatic-adolescent 
neuroses.  One  could  also  point  to  DuBay’s 
obsession  with  penis  size  as  the  primary 
(in  fact,  the  only)  factor  in  sexual  relation¬ 
ships.  In  each  issue  he  has  had  stories  in 
which  men  with  large  penises  must  battle 
men  with  small  penises  for  control  of 
women  (who  have  no  say  in  the  matter, 
dumb  nymphos  that  they  are). 

But  DuBay  outdoes  himself  in  "Scourge 
of  the  Spaceways”  in  issue  #2.  It’s  his  Tri¬ 
umph  of  the  Will.  It  has  everything:  Hatred 
of  women  taken  to  psychotic  depths  (de¬ 
nying  them  even  the  right  to  exist),  an  ar¬ 
chaic,  chauvinistic  stance,  and  an  obvi¬ 
ous  demonstration  of  repressed  homo¬ 
sexuality  (along  with  the  repressed 
homosexual’s  natural  hatred  for  honest 
homosexuals).  Further,  castration,  not  an 
unusual  topic  for  1984,  has  been  a  major 
factor  in  half  a  dozen  stories.  Someone 
ought  to  call  Guinness.  And  last  but  not 
least,  he  has  presented  us  with  an  ample 
dose  of  that  hoariest  of  old  Freudian 
bugaboos:  vagina  dentata!  For  Christ’s 

Small-minded,  etc:  DuBay  sees  the 
world  as  a  small  island  of  “us,”  meaning, 
for  the  most  part,  white  Anglo  Saxon 
males,  preferably  with  large  penises,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  the  vile  enemy:  Russians, 
Chinese,  politicians,  and  those  with  more 
intelligence  than  DuBay. 

In  two  stories  he  has  had  the  uncivi¬ 
lized,  destroyed  planet  turn  out  to  be 
Earth,  a  plot  gimmick  that  wouldn’t  get  out 
of  the  slush  pile  of  the  cheapest  science 
fiction  magazine. 

The  only  thing  that  halfway  saves  1984 
magazine  is  Richard  Corben’s  artistic 
presence,  and  I  hope  DuBay  never  gets  his 
hot  little  typewriter  on  that. 

Under  normal  conditions  I  would  simply 
suggest  that  you  give  your  editor  a  pile  of 
old  Heavy  Metal  magazines  to  show  him 
how  a  real  adult  magazine  should  be  writ¬ 
ten.  It  is  my  feeling  that  DuBay  should  be 
dumped  immediately.  It  is  a  crime  to  allow 
this  hopeless  neurotic’s  over-worded 
ramblings  to  ruin  the  consistently  excel¬ 
lent  artwork  in  1984. 


Bill  DuBay  has  one  hell  of  a  death  wish, 
doesn’t  he?  In  the  first  three  issues  of 
1984  he  has  managed  to  author  at  least 
one  story  per  issue  with  enough  contro¬ 
versial  punch  to  get  himself  killed. 

Take  a  look  at  “Last  of  the  Really  Great 
All-American  Joy  Juice”  in  issue  #1.  Have 
you  ever  seen  such  profanity  in  your  life? 
Certainly  not  in  a  funny  book.  I  can  just 
see  the  followers  of  the  Right  Reverend 
Billy  Graham  now,  crucifying  Mr.  DuBay 
for  trouncing  so  vehemently  on  the  sec¬ 
ond  commandment  with  his  fervent, 
almost  fanatical  abuse  of  the  English 
language. 

And  then  there’s  issue  #2’s  “Scourge  of 
the  Spaceways,”  wherein  the  entire  fe¬ 
male  population  of  the  world  is  maligned 
and  slandered.  If  DuBay  isn’t  on  Gloria 
Steinam’s  shit  list  after  that,  I  don’t  know 
who  is. 

And  will  the  world  ever  be  the  same  af¬ 
ter  “The  Harvest”  in  issue  #3?  Certainly 
race  relations  between  blacks  and  the  rest 
of  the  world  will  hit  an  all-time  low.  All  I 
can  say  is  that  I  hope  Mr.  DuBay  doesn’t 
have  to  go  through  Harlem  on  his  way  to 
the  Warren  offices. 

What  is  your  erstwhile  editor  trying  to 
prove?  That  he  can  break  new  ground  and 
exceed  the  already  nonexistant  limits  of 
good  taste  within  the  comics  media?  Is 
this  his  one  man  crusade  to  alienate,  one 
by  one,  every  conceivable  interest  group 
within  the  vast  boundaries  of  Warren’s 
distribution  system?  Or  is  the  man  truly 
out  of  his  gourd  and  just  waiting  for  that 
lone  fanatic  who  will  obligingly  make  him 
comicdom’s  first  martyr? 

J.F.  HINDERSON 
Stevens,  Texas 


The  next  time  your  excitable  editor 
gets  the  urge  to  write  and  print  the  same 
kind  of  sleazy  crap  he  has  inundated  us 
with  in  the  first  four  issues  of  1984,  you 
can  tell  him  to  roll  up  his  manuscripts  and 
stick  them  where  the  sun  don’t  shine! 

CINDY  BRANDT 
Saybrook,  III. 


If  Jim  Warren  wants  to  publish  a  for-real 
“adult”  science  fiction  comic,  then  maybe 
his  excitable  editor  needs  to  grow  up  just 
a  little  bit  first. 

An  adult  comic  magazine  should  be 
more  than  random  storylines  revolving 
around  sexual  goings-on.  Further,  the 
magazine’s  “adult”  dialogue  leaves  much 
to  be  desired.  I  rather  doubt  that  1984’s 
juvenile  profanity  will  jump  up  and  set  the 
world  afire  as  editor  Bill  DuBay  so  ob¬ 
viously  hopes. 

H.  HOLLUB 
Northport,  Ala. 


R.  FIORE 
No  address 
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j  -  THE  OTHER  WOMEN 
O  WALKED,  AND  50 
T*  SHOULD  HAVE  FRING. 

BUT  BY  THE  TIME 
■  SHE  DISCOVERED 
jk  ZOCO  FOR  THE  LOW, 
3_  INSENSITIVE  BASTARD 
1 1  HE  WAS,  SHE  WAS 
Sgp  ALREAPy  CAUGHT. 

SHE  HAD  MARRIED 
■'"V  THE  MAN. 


JR  THE  THREE  YEARS  FRING  ENDURED  ZOCO, HE  HAD 
BECOME  HER  PERSONAL  TORMENTOR.  DIVORCE 
“  WAS  IMPOSSIBLE;  ZOCO’S  PRIDE  WOULD  NEVER 
AGREE  TO  IT.  HER  MENTAL  CONDITION  BECAME 
V  EPISODES  OF  BLACKER  AND  DEEPER  DE- 
l.V  PRESSION,  SPIRALING  IRRETRIEVABLY, 

*■-  \^-n  UNTIL  AT  LAST... 

...SHE  WAS  DRIVEN  TO  THE  ONLY  DES- 
/  ,  PERATE  SOLUTION  TO  HER  INS0LUA8LE 
J&\  PROBLEM. 


FECT  36-36-36-24- 
36  MEASUREMENTS') 
ONE  OF  HER  BIG  ASSETS. 
ALSO.  IT  GAVE  HER 
SOMETHING  TO  DO 
WHILE  HE  WAS  AWAY 
ON  CHALLENGES. 


EEMEi 


A  LITTLE  TOO  SLOW  AND  A  LITTLE  TOO  CAUTIOUS, 
THE  OCTIPEPE  POKED  HIS  NASAL  ASSEMBLY  INTO 
THE  DARKENED  AISLE,  DELIGHTING  IN  A  SUDDEN 
BLAST  OF  SCENT  FROM  HIS  OPPONENT.  ZOCO,  HE 
KNEW,  WAS  SOMEWHERE  IN  THE  BUILDING,  AND  IN 
ANOTHER  MOMENT,  HE  WOULD  HAVE  HIM  PINPOINTED 


IT  WAS  AN  ODD,  SHAL¬ 

LOW  RELATIONSHIP,  TO 
BE  SURE.  AS  WITH  ALL 
THE  WOMEN  IN  ZOCO'S 
LIFE,  FRING  HAD  BECOME 
ENSNARED  IN  HIS  WEB 
OF  PROMISES  AND 
SWEET  LIES,  ONLY  TO 
BE  ABUSED  AND  BAT¬ 
TERED,  OR  NEGLECTED 
FOP  WEEKS  AT  A  TIME, 
AS  WAS  ZOCO'S  HABIT. 


WHEN  THE  FIVE  THOUSAND-YEAR  OLD  STELLAR  WAR  FINALLY  ENDED,  IT 
WAS  THE  PEOPLE  OF  N'GGS  P'NING  WHO  TRIE P  TO  GET  IT  STARTED 
AGAIN.  NEVER  MIND  THAT  THAT  PLANET  WAS  NEVER  INVOLVEP  IN  THE 
CONFLICT.'  THE  WAR  WAS  SUCH  A  BLAST.  SO  TERRIFICALLY  SUR0R- 
SPECTACULAR.  THAT  N'GGS  P'NING  TORQUED  UP  FOR  MORE. 


WHEN  THAT  DIDN'T  WORK  OUT,  THEV  CREATED  THE  KILLQAMB,  AND 
THAT  WENT  LIKE  THIS:  TWO  OPPONENTS  TRIED  TO  KILL  EACH  OTHER 
TILL  ONE  OF  THEM  WAS  DEAD.  IT  HAD  SWASH  AND  DANGER  AND 
NOT  A  LITTLE  BLOOD,  AND  BETS  WERE  MADE  ON  THE  OUTCO/VIE. 
IT  WAS  AWFULLY  POPULAR,  AND  IN  NO  TIME  ALL  THE  OTHER 
PLANETS  OF  THE  SYSTEM  ENLISTED  IN  IT.  AS  ONE  N'GGS  D'NING- 
IAN  PUT  IT:  "WELL,  IT  AIN'T  WAR,  BUT  IT'LL  DO  UNTIL  WE  CAN  F/ND 
ONE. "  _ ‘ 


THE  MEN  WHO  KILLED  FOR  SPORT  WERE 
CALLED  HILLMEN,  AND  THE  GREATEST 
OF  THE  KILLMEN  WAS  ZOCO,  WHO  HAD 
FORTY- NINE  RU80UT5  TO  HIS  CREDIT. 
AND  THOUGH  THERE  WAS  A  KILLMAN 
TWO,  THREE,  FOUR,  AND  SO  ON,  NO 
ONE  SERIOUSLY  APPROACHED  THE  MAN. 


pf'nBr  i 

i 

K  J \  ^ 

BBPlfvfS^ri 

MBaY  vr  ^f  l*Vf  umafJM  i ’'l 

P 

-dB  >  mm* 

\  m  r 

IiUbv i)^'  /I  W'JPr K ff'lp  ?  I» 

If  ill  f  1  ll  ■  l!Ik-  ^  m<*I  -r- 

|f. 

>  vK 

YOU' KB  A  BEAST, 

7  ZOCO,  AND  1  DON'T  CARE  WHO  ^8 
HEARS  IT/  THE  ONLY  RELATIONSHIP 
YOU  HAVE  WITH  ANYONE  IS  AS  AN 
OPPONENT!  BUT  I  WONT  BE 
L  TORTURED  BY  YOU  ANY  LONGER/  A 
I’VE  HAD  IT/ 


I  DON'T  HAVE 
r.  IT'S  AT  MY 
MOTHER'S 


-"OH,  DOCTOR  /  ZOCO 
SCARES  EVERYBODY 
SAME  WAY.  BECAUSE  ( 


THAT  NIGHT,  WITHOUT  PERMISSION,  FRING  WALKED  OUT  OF  THE  HOS¬ 
PITAL.  BUT  THE  FRINS  WHO  SNATCHED  A  NURSE'S  CIVILIAN  CLOTHES, 
PUT  THEM  ON,  AND  CALMLY  WHISTLED  PAST  SECURITY  WAS  NOT  THE 
SAME  FRING  WHO  HAD  BEEN  BROUGHT  INTO  THE  PLACE  ON  A 
STRETCHER  JUST  THE  PAY  BEFORE. 

THIS  WAS  A  NEW  FRING.  A  STRONG  FRING.  A  WOMAN  OF  PETER- 
MINATIONt 


THE  FOLLOWING  DAY,  FRING  PRESENTED  HER¬ 
SELF  AT  THE  BROKEN  TREATY  RIFLE 
PRACTICE  ANO  LIMITER  WARFARE  RANGE. 


W"  I  KNOW  THESE  KILL  MAN 
CONVENTIONS'  GAMBLING.  SEX.  AND 
UNADULTERATED  BULLSHIT.  TOCO  WILL 
>  BE  GONE  FOR  TWO  OR  THREE  WEEKS 
AT  LEAST.  NOT  NEARLY  ENOUGH  ) 
V  TIME  TO  PREPARE. . . BUT  IT  WILL  J 


THE  OUST  WAS  STILL  SETTLING  IN  HALF  A  DOZEN  WORE 
RANGES  WHEN  FRINQ,  ON  THREAT  OF  ARREST,  DECIDED  TO 
TAKE  HER  RIFLE- PRACTICE  TO  A  CABIN  OUTSIDE  THE  CITY  A5 
THE  DAYS  PASSED,  THE  RESULTS  BECAME  NO  WORE  ENCOUR- 
_ ASINS. _ 


X  all  Right.'  i  \ 
/  SET  THE  PICTURE.'  YOU 
DON'T  WANT  ME  TO  PRAC- 
\  TICE  WY  MARKSMANSHIP , 
'  x  HERE,  IS  THAT  IT? '/ 


IT  WAS  PAWN,  AND  WITHIN  ONE  OF  THE  BUILDINGS 
BEFORE  HIM,  ZOCO'S  MATE  WAITED  TO  MURDER 
HIM. 


WAR  ZONE  22 .  A  FEW 
I  VACANTAPOBESONTHE 
I  EDGE  OF  THE  RLAINLANP5. 

I  NOBOPy  LIVED  IN  THE  WAR 
I  ZONE;  IT  WAS  AN  ARENA 
j  ARRANGED  FOR  OPTIMUM 
VIEWING  OF  THE  C0M8AT- 
S  ANTS  eyA  STELLAR -WIPE 
TV  AUDIENCE.  THE  8ET- 
<  TINS  WINDOWS  BUSTLED 
j  AS  ZOCO  PREPARED  FOR 
•  HIS  FIFTIETH  KILL.  | 


r  MAYBE  IT'S 
FOR  THE  BEST 
SHE'S  BEEN  GETTING 
AWFULLY  UPPITY  LATELY 
,  TIME  TO  TURN  HER  IN  X 
.  FOR  A  NEW  MODEL,  h. 


r  THIS  IS  X 

;  humiliating,  a  / 

KILLMANOFMY  , 
RANK  REDUCED  TO 
T  STALKING  A  r— ' 
SQUAW.  J 


Lx  WHAT'S  THE  X 
r  MATTER,  FRING?  WEV£\ 
ALWAYS  BEEN  ABLE  TO  \ 
WORK  OUT  OUR  PROBLEMS 
BEFORE  /  WHY  DO  YOU 
BRING  OUR  TRIVIAL  / 
.  OUARREL  INTO  A  _ 

L^^we?  X 


FRtNG!  IF 

YOU  CAN  HEAR  ME,  \ 
YOU  CAN  STILL  FORFEIT 
THE  GAME .'  AS  LONG  AS  ) 
THE  FIRST  SHOT  ISN'T  / 
FIRED,  YOU  CAN  STILL  / 
IkBAC*  oot/  X 


vr  is  it  X 

r  CHILDREN  YOU 
WANT*  WOULD  THAT 
MAKE  YOU  HAPPY,  , 
^FRING? 


Kr  because...  ^ 

f  AND  MAKE  NO  MIS- 

Eye  about  it,  love. 

I  FIND  YOU,  I'LL 
OW  YOUR  SWEET 
ASS  AWAY.1  a 


fr  take  my  Si 

~  ADVICE,  FRING  ’ 
...GIVE  IT  UP!  RUN 
AWAY!  DON'T  GIVE 
k  ME  A  CHANCE  TO  / 
bvF/VD  YOU/  X  ' 


HOW  '  Xt 
ABOUT  SOME  MEW 
CLOTHES  ?  COME  ON  OUT, 
DAMN  IT.../  YOU'RE 
MAKING  ME:  ANGRY!  / 


/  OKAY,  LITTLE  X( 

COW.../  I  GAVE  YOU  EVERY 
CHANCE/  IT'S  YOU  OR  ME 
v  NOW,  BABE!  THIS  IS  THE 
X  KISSOFF!  Y< 


X  AND  AFTER  X 
T  GAVE  YOU  THE 
BEST  WEEKENDS 
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f  VANISHED.  - 

\  NO  SIGN  OF  ZOCO ) 
ANYWHERE.  HE..X* 
HE'S  TAUNTING  MG  fJ 
JUST  KNOW)  I] 


,^XJ>  SW/r/ 

I'M  TIGHTENING 
UP!  THAT  SON  OF  A 

S  bitch  has  me  \ 

A  TERRORIZED  , 


ZOCO'S  floor/  HE'S 
WAITING  around 
\the  CORNER  !  CZ 


'  CIRCLE  the 
►  BUILDING  AND  COME 
UPBEHI  — WAIT  A  C 
MINUTE  /  SOMETHING'S 
[\_  NOT  RIGHT.,.  /  raj* 


7~>  IT  COULD 

BE  A  TRAP!  IT 
COULD  BE  JUST  HIS 
f  EMPTY  BOOT  < 
^SITTING  THERE.'  j 


AWARE  THAT  ZOCO 
WAS  FOND  OF  SUCH 
TRAPS,  FRING  TURNED 
TO  FLEE  IN  THE 
OPPOSITE  DIRECTION. 
THEN  SHE  SAW  THE 
NARROW  WINDOW 
AND  STOPPED  COLD. 


then  again, 

ZOCO  MIGHT  NOT  BE 
)  AT  THE  WINDOW.  AND  IF 
I  FIRE  INSIDE  AND  HE'S  ' 
NOT  THERE... HE'LL 
-7  KNOW  WHERE  •*-- 

V  *  Jk* 


O  right  w\ 

LEFT ?  THINK, 
GIRL.  WHICH  WAY.5 
^WHICH  WAY??r' 


s—X  TM  BOXED  0.1 
/W/  ZOCO  COULD  BE  t 
AT  THAT  WINDOW  WAITING 
FORME  TO  CIRCLE  V 
k  THE  BUILDING. 
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CAUGHT  BETWEEN  THE  ROCK 
AND  THE  HARO  PLACE, 
FRING  WAS  WELL-AWARE 
THAT  EVERYTHING 
WEIGHEOON  HER  NEXT 
DECISION.  SUPPENLY,  SHE 
HAP  THE  ANSWER. . , ! 


TOCO  WAITED  IN  THE  PARKNESS, 
HIS  FRAS-GUN  HELD  STEADY, 
POINTED  AT  THE  CENTER  OF  THE 
WINDOW.  HE  TENSED  THE 
TRIGGER.... ' 


i\j 

BUT  SOMETIMES,  WHEN  NONE  OF  THE  ’I 
SOYS  WERE  LOOKING,  SHE  LET  HER-  >1 
SELF  THINK  BACK  TO  THAT  SPLENDID  I 
PAY  A  LONG  TIME  AGO,  WHEN  A  WOMAN  I 
WAS  KILLMAN--ER,  KILL  PERSON!  '  V 


HERE,  THEN,  IS  THE  END  OF  OUR  TALE  OF 
CARBINES  AND  CONCUBINES .  IN  THE 
YEARS  THAT  FOLLOWED,  FRING  PARLAYED 
THE  PRIZE  MONEY  SHE  EARNED  FOR 
RUBBING  OUT  ZOCO  INTO  A  SUBSTANTIAL 
FORTUNE,  AND  BECAME  HERSELF  A 
WOMAN  OF  SOME  INFLUENCE  IN  GOVERN¬ 
MENT.  SHE  NEVER  AGAIN  PARTICIPATED 
IN  THE  KILLGAME  ;  CONSIDERING  IT  "A 
SILLY  GAME  FOR  BOYS, AND  THEY  CAN 
NAVE  IT. " 
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WHY  NOT  A  BOOK  OF 
FULL-COLOR  CORBEN? 


“IDI  NOT  LIKE  YOU 
MAKE  FUN  FROM  HIM!9 


pliment  the  genius  of  Richard  Corben’s 
“Mutant  World.” 

I  was  pleased  to  see  that  Corben  wrote 
and  illustrated  the  first  two  episodes  of 
the  series.  But  I  was  disappointed  to 
discover  that  Jan  Strnad  scripted  chapters 
three  and  four.  Even  though  the  art  is  still 
excellent,  the  storyline  in  these  latter 
chapters  is  not  nearly  as  good  as  it  was 
in  the  first  two. 

Why  did  you  change  authors  in  mid- 


Your  new  magazine  is  inventive,  beauti¬ 
fully  illustrated  and  not  without  an  appro¬ 
priate  share  of  wit  and  humor.  In  particular 
I  refer  to  “Whatever  Happened  to  Idi 
Amin.”  To  me  this  seems  a  clever  satire  on 
the  typical  and  somewhat  cliche  boy- 
meets-girl  odes  so  often  seen  in  other 
Warren  magazines. 

Not  that  those  stories  aren’t  good.  They 
are  just  so  predictable  and  appear  with 
such  regularity  that  they  are  overripe  for 
spoofing. 

I  can’t  help  wondering,  though,  what 
dialogue  was  originally  meant  to  accom¬ 
pany  Esteban  Maroto’s  fine  illustrations 
before  Bill  DuBay  added  his  whimsical  yet 
sharp-tongued  verbiage  to  this  strip.  Per¬ 
haps  someday  we’ll  be  treated  to  the  work 
in  its  original,  unaltered  form. 

JERRY  GREENBERG 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

Any  series  starring  no  less  an  illuminary 
than  the  multi-faceted  Idi  Amin  himself, 
can  be  nothing  short  of  fascinating.  But 
fifty  lashes  with  the  cat-o-nine  tails  to  il¬ 
lustrator  Esteban  Maroto  for  impersonat¬ 
ing  fellow  artist  Jeff  Jones.  Some  of  Idi’s 
poses  in  issue  #4  are  straight  from  Jones’ 

WES  INGALLS 
Seattle,  Wash. 

Idi  not  like  you  fellas  make  fun  from 
him.  Idi  send  bang-bang  squad  put  big 
holes  in  you  bodies.  Better  still,  Idi  whip 
out  big  well-hung  manhood  and  beat  you 
profusely  on  head  and  shoulders. 

President,  Field  Marshall, 
Doctor  and  Chief  IDI  AMIN 
Kampala,  Uganda 


The  decision  was  Rich  Corben’s  Julian. 
He  and  author  Jan  Strnad  have  worked 
together  often  and  built  a  mutual  respect 
for  one  anothers’  talents.  Rich  felt  that 
Jan  could  bring  both  purpose  and  direc¬ 
tion  to  “Mutant  World.” 

Yet,  as  much  as  we  liked  Rich’s  stories, 
we  feel  that  Jan,  too,  is  doing  an  excellent 
job  with  the  series. 

Never  have  I  seen  such  beauty,  such  in¬ 
novation,  such  artistic  perfection  in  comic 
art  as  in  Richard  Corben’s  “Ogre."  His 
new  photographic  art  technique  was  a  pre¬ 
dictable  but  no  less  exciting  step  in  his 
evolution  as  the  master  of  graphic  artists. 

MARK  FORQUER 
Temperance,  Mich. 

That’s  a  fact,  Mark.  “Ogre”  was  the 
perfect  showcase  for  Rich  Corben’s  many 
talents.  It  displayed  his  photographic, 
sculpting  and  artistic  skills.  It  showed  us 
that  he  wouldn’t  make  a  bad  motion  pic¬ 
ture  director,  either. 


So  you’ve  finally  seen  the  light.  With 
issue  #4  you’re  featuring  sixteen  pages  of 
exotic  Richard  Corben  color.  Now  how 
about  an  issue  with  full-color  from  cover- 

ED  BAUMGARTNER 
Mount  Vernon,  N.Y. 

We’d  like  nothing  better.  But  because  of 
the  prohibitive  cost  of  color  printing  and 
quality  paper,  we’d  have  to  pass  the  added 
expense  on  to  our  readers.  And  we’re  not 
too  sure  that  there’s  a  really  big  market 
out  there  for  copies  of  1984  magazine  that 
are  priced  at  $9.95  each. 


ASIMOV,  REOZONE 
ONE  AND  THE  SAME? 


this  Redzone  chap,  wish  to  conceal  his 
true  identity? 

Could  it  be  that  he  is  ashamed  to  have 
his  true  name  associated  with  mere  comic 
books?  Or  does  he  fear  that  his  mother 
will  give  him  a  sound  thrashing  when  she 
discovers  that  her  little  darling  is  writing 
kiddie  porn? 

HINDS  SWINDON 
Hinckley,  England 

Albaster  Redzone  is  really  Isaac  Asimov 
moonlighting  for  the  funnies,  right? 

KATHY  KEETON 
Grandy,  Minn. 

Albaster  Redzone,  Jim  Stenstrum,  Bill 
DuBay  and  Kurt  Vonnegut  all  have  a  crisp, 
fluid,  unique  but  identical  style  of  writing. 
Is  it  possible  that  they  are  all  the  same 
person? 

CHRISTY  GIACALONE 
Kelso,  Wash. 


I  pity  the  poor  little  shit  who  had  to  grow 
up  with  a  name  like  Alabaster  Redzone. 
His  parents  must  have  been  heartless 
fiends  indeed. 

TYCONDEROGA  VISHNIAC 
Ekalaka,  Mont. 
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has  proven  to  be 
the  most 
phenomenally- 
selling  magazine  in 
years.  The  few 
back  issues 
remaining  won’t 
last  long.  Order 
yours  today  and  be 
sure  of  a  complete 
collection  of  the 


most  talked  about 


1984  #4  52.50  classic  of  the 
decade! 


1984  #1  53.00  1984  #2  52.50  1984  #3  $2.50 


WARREN  PUBLISHING  Co.  145  E.  32nd  St.  NEW  YORK,  N.Y.  10016 


copies  of  1984  #1 
copies  of  1984  #2 
copies  of  1984  #3 
copies  of  1984  #4 


FAR  NORTH  OF  HERE,  FARTHER  NORTH  THAN  WHERE 
EVEN  SGT.  PRESTON  PARES  TO  VENTURE,  REX 
HAVOC  AND  THE  ASSKiCKERS  OF  THE  FANTASTIC 
RESPOND  TO  AN  EMERGENCY  CALL  FROM  THE 
REMOTE  PEW  LINE  STATION  CHILLY  WILLY. 

FROM  FAIRBANKS,  ALASKA ,  THEY  DRIVE  QUICKLY 
TO  THE  OUTPOST,  ALTHOUGH  THEYARE  IN  AN  AIR¬ 
PLANE. 


PROLOGUE 


K  VOUR  BOOKS  ON  \ 
SUPER- ABNORMAL 
PHENOMENA  WITH  GREAT 
INTEREST,  MAJOR... 
PARTICULARLY  THAT  PAM¬ 
PHLET  ON  EXTRA  TERR  ES  - 
T/ALS  FOUND  FROZEN  IN 
THE  ARTIC  TUNDRA .  I 


WURLITZER, 
MAJOR,  RETIRED. 
AND  THESE  KIPS  ARE 

bruhh/lpa 

Z AG  WIPES  AND 
SPRINGER  SUNPAE  ■ 


WITHIN  THE  FREEZES,  AN  ICE  BLOCK  OF  ! 
EXTREME  AGE  LIES  BEFORE  THE  ASS-  1 
KICKERS.  ANP  ENCASED  IN  IT,  AN  ENOR¬ 
MOUS  CREATURE  OF  UNEARTHLY  ORIGIN. 
BUT  WHERE  PIP  IT  COMB  FROM  ?  IS  THE 
UNSPOKEN  QUESTION.  HOW  DID  THIS 
C REATURf  G£7  HERE  ?  HA5  IT  COME 
TO  DESTROY  Wf  WORLO  MV  GRAZE 
ON  THE  HUfAN  RACE..  .OR  IS  IT  JUST 
SMA-L  POTATOES? 


tan.at.h1e  r  fvut  rldf 

■Hit  mii#  I  it* 


iRiOiW^/THERE?, 


Author:  JIM  STENSTRUM/lllustrator:  ABEL  LAXAMANA 


MEDITATION...IF  IT  KEPT 
ITS  MIND  CPF  FOOD.. .  IT 
COULD  BE  VERY  MUCH 
ALIVE.  SWEDISH  PEOPLE 
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f  HASTY  CONCLUSION.  THERE 
ARE  FAR  TOO  MANY  CHEF'S 
SALAPS  AVAILABLE  FOR  THE 
CROPS  YIELDED.  THEREFORE, 
THE  EXTRA  PRODUCE  IS 
\C0MIN3  FROM  SOMEPLACE 


f  SOMETHING  I  LONS  T* 
SUSPECTED.  THAT  THERE  \ 
IS  ANOTHER  DIMENSION... 
NEAR  OUR  0WN...8UT  WHICH/ 
IS  COMPLETELY  POPULATED  / 
<  WITH  FRUITS  ANP  / 

^veGeTABLes^  i 


§  I 

M^mnaaiBiiaiEMTURES  of 

r:r'.(i]Ltl/il'T':  Iblaster 

MHHBL.  AGAIN! 


^^^UH  OH,  HAPPY  juvu  m 

r  WE  ‘PE  UNDER  ATTACK  BY  ^ 
VORACIOUS  VENUSIAN  VULVE- NYMPHS, 
.  BUT  WHAT  WOULD  THEY  WANT 
WITH  i/S? 


r  • AW,  GEE/  HAPPY 
CAN'T  WE  JUST  THIS  ONCE 
.  GIVE  /A/  TO  THEIR  VILE 
^  /.LISTS* 


^THEY’RE  EITHER  AFTER  "1 
OUR  BOP/eS  OR  OUR  LATEST 
ISSUE  OF/984,  SKEEZIX.' 


r  But  torture  me  as  they 

WISH  WITH  THEIR  FIENDISH  SEXUAL  ’ 
PERVERSIONS,  THEY’LL  NOT  GET  HAPPY 
J/M  SU/VB  LAS  TER  TO  GIVE  UP  THAT  , 
^WHICH  HE  HOLDS  MOST  PEAR.'  A 


Don’t  be  caught  off  guard  by  Venusian  vulve-mymphs.  Obtain  that  which  they  and  so  many 
other  intelligent  races  throughout  the  galaxy  so  desperately  desire:  a  full  year’s  subscription 
to  1984. 

□  Six  issues  at  S9.00  or  □  Twelve  issues  for  S18.00 


Address 


Mail  to:  WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY,  Subscription  Department 
145  East  32nd  Street,  New  York,  N  Y.  10016 


PRESTIGIOUS!  COLORFUL!  -PACKED! 

ART  BOO 


Art  from  the  golden 
age  of  Rock  ’n  Roll, 
Pop,  Soul,  Rhythm 
and  Blues.  A  decade- 
long  explosion  of 
graphics,  design  and 
record  cover  art 
is  lushly  and  lavish¬ 
ly  reproduced  in  bril¬ 
liant  full-color.  The 
covers  of  Rod  Stewart, 
Roxy,  Rolling  Stones 
and  The  Beatles.  Plus 
many  more  in  this 
10"x10"  quality  paper¬ 
back.  #21338/58.95 


Sex  in  science  fict¬ 
ion!  A  lush  full-col¬ 
or  history  of  science 
fiction  and  the  fair 
sex.  From  pulp  to  pop 
this  111-page  paper¬ 
back  is  gorgeously 
illustrated  by  Moe- 
bius,  Druillet,  San- 
julian,  with  color 
reproductions  from 
the  Warren  magazines, 
Heavy  Metal  and  many, 
many  more!  In  a  large 
10'xlO"  paperback 
format.  #21304/56.95 


Since  the  earliest 
days  of  television  & 
the  movies,  aliens 
have  slithered,  crawl¬ 
ed  and  bounced  across 
the  screen.  Where  do 
they  come  from?  How 
long  have  they  been 
with  us?  How  did  they 
get  here?  This  book 
covers  it  all  from 
Wells  to  Star  Wars. 
32  pages  of  full-color 
illustrations.  A  big 
8"x10”  quality  paper¬ 
back.  #21325/56.95 


ALIEN 

CREATURES 


Patrick  Woodroffe  is 
here  in  all  his  glory, 
in  scintillating 
color  and  brilliant 
design.  England’s 
premier  artist  of 
fantastic,  bizzare 
science  fiction  is 
collected  in  this  la¬ 
vish  book  containing 
hundreds  of  full-col¬ 
or  paintings  and  draw¬ 
ings,  with  biography  & 
comments  on  his  art. 
10"x10"  quality  paper¬ 
back.  #21314/59.95 


The  best  of  Blazing 
Combat,  as  originally 
published  in  1965. 
Action-packed  stories 
of  all  the  wars  from 
the  American  Revolu¬ 
tion  to  Viet  Nam. 
On  land,  in  the  air 
and  under  the  sea. 
Explosive  wartime 
classics  in  a  large 
8"x1T'  paperback.  17 
stories  and  four  full- 
color  cover  paintings 
by  the  fabulous  Fra- 
zetta.  #21331/53.98 


DON’T  DELAY!  ORDER  YOUR  COPIES  TODAY! 


WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 
145  E.  32  Street 
New  York,  N.Y.  10016 
I  am  18  years  old  or  older.  Please  send  me  the  following  books: 


Total  Enclosed: 


copies  of  THE  GOLDEN  AGE  of  ROCK  ART  #21338/58.95 

copies  of  MYTHOPOEIKON  #21314/59.95 

copies  of  MECHANISMO  #21326/57.95 

copies  of  ALIEN  CREATURES  #21325/56.95 

copies  of  GREAT  BALLS  of  FIRE  #21304/56.95 

copies  of  BLAZING  COMBAT  #21331/53.98 


